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My  MIDNIGHT  MEDITATION. 


TLL-bufi'd  Man!  why  fhould'ft  thou  take  fuch  care 

•*•  To  lengthen  out  thy  life's  fhort  Kalendar  ? 

When  ev'ry  fpe&acle  thou  look'ft  upon 

Prefents  and  ads  thy  execution. 

Each  drooping  feafon  and  each  flower  doth  cry, 
"  Fool !  as  I  fade  and  wither,  thou  muft  dy." 

The  beating  of  thy  ptilfe  (when  thou  art  well) 
Is  juft  the  tolling  of  thy  palling  bell : 
Night  is  thy  hearfe,  whofe  fable  canopie 
Covers  alike  decealed  day  and  thee. 

And  all  thofe  weeping  dewes  which  nightly  fall, 

Are  but  the  tears  (lied  for  thy  funerall. 

Dr.  King's  Poems,  p.  r 
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TIMES  GOE  BY  TURNES. 


HP  HE  lopped  tree  in  time  may  grow  againe, 
**•  .  Moil  naked  plants  renew  both  fruite  and  flower: 
The  forrieft  wight  may  find  releafe  of  paine, 
The  dryefl  foyle  fucke  in  iome  moyilning  mower, 
Times  goe  by  turnes,  and  chaunces  change  by  courfe, 
From  foule  to  faire :  from  better  hap  to  worie. 


The  fea  of  Fortune  doth  not  ever  flow, 
Shee  drawes  her  favours  to  the  loweft  ebbe; 
Her  tides  have  equall  times  to  come  and  goe, 
Her  loome  doth  weave  the  fine  and.courieit  webbe. 
No  joy  fo  great,  but  runneth  to  an  end  : 
No  hap  fo  hard,  but  may  in  fine  amend. 

Not  alwaies  fall  of  leafe,  nor  ever  fpring, 

No  endleiTc  night,  nor  yet  eternall  day : 

The  {addeil  birds  a  feafon  find  to  fing, 

The  rougheft  rlorme  a  calme  mny  foon  allay. 

Thus  with  fuccecding  turnes  God  tempereth  all  : 

That  man  may  hope  to  rife,  yet  feare  to  fall. 


A  chaunce 
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A  chaunce  rriay  winne  that  by  mifchaunce  was  loft, 
That  net  that  holds  no  great,  takes  little  fifh ; 
In  fome  things  all,  in  all  things  none  are  croft, 
Fewe  all  they  need,  but  none  have  all  they  wifli: 
Unmeddled  joyes  here  to  no  man  befall: 
Who  leart,  hath  fome,  who  moft,  hath  never  all. 

Robert  Southwell. 


THE  SEARCH  AFTER  FELICITY. 


H  E  wifeft  men,  that  Nature  e're  could  boaft, 
For  fecret  knowledge  of  her  power,  were  loft, 
Confounded,  and  in  deepe  amazement  flood, 
In  the  difcovery  of  the  Chiefeft  Good  : 
Keenly  they  hunted,  beat  in  every  bracke, 
Forwards  they  went,  on  either  hand,  and  backe 
Returned  they  counter ;  but  their  deep-mouth'd  art 
(Though  often  challeng'd  fent)  yet  ne're  could  ftart 
3n  all  th'  enclofures  of  Philofophy, 
That  game,  from  fquat,  they  terme,  Felicity : 
They  jangle,  and  their  maxims  difagree, 
As  many  men,  fo  many  mindes  there  be.1 

One  digs  to  Pluto's  throne,  thinks  there  to  finde 
Her  Grace,  rak't  up  in  gold  :  another's  minde 
Mounts  to  the  Courts  of  Kings^  with  plumes  of  honor 
And feather'd  hopes,  hopes  there  tp feize  upon  her; 
A  third,  unlockes  the  painted  gates  of  Pleaiure, 
And  ranfacks  there,  to  find  this  peerlefle  treafure, 
A  fourth,  more  fage,  more  wifely  melancholy, 
Perfwades  himfelfe,  he?r  Deity's  too  holy 
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For  common  hands  to  touch,  he  rather  chufes, 

To  make  a  long  dayes  journey  to  the  Mules  : 

To  Athens  (govvn'd)  he  goes,  and  from  that  Schoole 

Returnes  unfped,  a  more  inilructed  foole. 
Where  lyes  flie  then  ?  or  lyes  fhe  any  where  ? 

Honours  are  bought  and  fold,  file  refls  not  there, 

Miwh  lefle  in  Pleafures  hath  (lie  her  abiding, 

For  they  are  fliar'd  to  Beafts,  and  ever  fliding  ; 

Nor  yet  in  Vertue,  Vertue's  often  poore  ; 

And  (crufli't  with  fortune)  begs  from  doore  to  door, 

Nor  is  flie  fainted  in  the  flirine  of  Wealth  ; 

That,  makes  men  flaves,  is  unfecur'd  from  ftealth  ; 

Conclude  we  then,  Felicity  conli.fts 

Not  in  exteriour  fortunes,  but  her  lifts 

Are  boundlefle,  and  her  large  extenfion 

Out-runnes  the  pafe  of  humane  apprehenlion ; 

Fortunes  are  feldome  meafurM  by  defert, 

The  fairer  face,  hath  oft  the  fouler  heart  ,- 

Sacred  Felicity  doth  ne'er  extend 

Beyond  itfelfe ;  in  it,  all  wiflies  end  : 

The  fwelling  of  an  outward  fortune  can 

Create  a  profp'rous,  not  a  happy  man ; 

A  peacefull  Conicience  is  the  true  Content, 

And  Wealth  is  but  her  golden  ornament. 

Job  Militant, 

13  Med.  by  F.  Qluarles* 

Edit  1630.  Lond. 
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SCORN  NOT  THE  LEAST. 


TT7  HERE  wards  are  weak,  and  fo,es  encountring  flrong, 

*     Where  mightier  do  affault  then  doe  defend, 
The  feebler  part  puts  up  enforced  wrong, 
And  lilent  fees  that  fpeech  could  not  amend ; 
Yet  higher  powers  muft  thinke,  though  they  repine, 
When  funne  is  fet,  the  little  flarres  will  mine. 


While  pik£  do  range,  the  filly  tench  doth  flie, 
And  crouch  in  privie  creekes,  with  fmaller  filh  : 
Yet  pikes  are  caught  when  little  fifh  goe  by, 
Thele  fleete  aflote,  while  thofe  doe  fill  the  difh  ; 
There  is  a  time  even  for  the  wormes  to  creepe, 
And  fucke  Jhe  deaw  while  all  their  foes  doe  fleepe, 

The  marlkie  cannot  ever  foare  on  high, 
Nor  greedie  grey-hound  Hill  purfue  the  chaee, 
The  tender  larke  will  finde  a  time  to  flie, 
And  fearfull  hare  to  runne  a  quiet  race. 
PC  that  high  growth  on  cedars  did  beftow, 
pave  alfo  lowly  muihrumps  leave  to  growe. 
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In  Haman's  pompe  poor  Mordocheus  wept ; 
Yet  God  did  turne  his  fate  upon  his  foe. 
The  Lazar  pinde,  while  Dives  feailwas  kept, 
Yet  he  to  Heaven,  to  Hell  did  Dives  goe. 
We  trample  grafle,  and  prize  the  flowers  of  May, 
Yet  gralTe  is  greene,  when  flowers  doe  fade  away. 

Robert  Southwell, 


The    Diftin&ion    between    WISDOM    and 
KNOWLEDGE. 


H  E  Marall  Poets,  (nor  unaptly)  faine 
That  by  lame  Vulcans  help,  the  pregnant  brain 
Of  foveraigne  Jove,  brought  forth,  and  at  that  birth, 
Was  borne  Minerva,  Lady  of  the  earth. 

O  ftrange  Divinity !  but  fung  by  rote  j 
Sweet  is  the  tune,  but  in  a  wilder  note. 
The  moral  1  i'ayes,  all  wiiedome  that  is  given 
To  hood-wink't  mortals,  firft,  proceeds  from  heaven 
Truth's  errour,  Wifedome's  biit  wife  inlblence, 
And  light's  but  darknefle,  not  deriv'd  from  thence ; 
Wifdom's  a  ftraine  tranicends  Morality, 
No  vertue's  abfent,  Wiiedome  being  by, 
Vertue,  by  conilaut  practice  is  acquir'd, 
This  ^this  by  iweat  unpurchaft)  is  infpir'd : 
The  mailer-piece  of  knowledge,  is  to  know 
But  what  is  good,  from  what  is  good  in  fhow, 
And  there  it  refts :  Wisdoms  proceeds,  and  chufes 
The  feeming  eyill,  th'  apparen^  good  refufes  j 
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Knowledge  defcries  alone  ;  Wifdome  applyes, 
That,  makes  fome  fooles,  this,  maketh  none  but  wife ; 
The  curious  hand  of  Knowledge  doth  but  picke 
Bare  limples,  Wiidome  pounds  them,  for  the  licke; 
In  my  afflictions,  Knowledge  apprehends, 
Who  is  the  author,  what  the  caufe  and  ends, 
It  findes  that  Patience  is  my  fad  reliefe, 
And  that  the  hand  that  caus'd,  can  cure  my  griefe  : 
To  reft  contented  here,  is  but  to  bring 
Clouds  without  raine,  and  heat  without  a  fpring: 
What  hope  arifes  hence  ?  the  devils  doe 
The  very  fame  :  they  know  and  tremble  too ; 
But  facred  Wifedome  doth  apply  that  good, 
Which  limple  knowledge  barely  underftood  : 
Wifedome  concludes,  and  in  concluhon,  proves 
That  wherefoeverGod  correct,  he  loves: 
Wifedome  digefts,  what  Knowledge  did  but  raft, 
That  deales  in  futures,  this,  in  things  are  paft : 
Wifdom's  the  card  of  Knowledge,  which,  without 
That  guide,  at  random's  wreck't  on  every  doubt : 
Knowledge,  when  Wifdome  is  too  weak  to  guide  her 
Js  like  a  head-flrong  horfe,  that  throwes  the  rider : 
Which  made  that  great  Philofopher  avow, 
|ic  knew  fo  much  that  he  did  nothing  know. 

Job.  Militant,  Med.  II.  Edit.  1630. 
by  F.  Quarles, 
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\ 
The  Inefficiency  of  monumental   honoyrs  to 

prcferve  the  Memory, 


YO  U  mighty  Lords,  that  with  refpecled  grace 
Do  at  the  Hern  of  fair  example  Hand, 
And  all  the  body  of  this  populace 
Guide  with  the  turning  of  your  hand  ; 
Keep  a  right  courfe ;  bear  up  from  all  difgrace  ; 
Obierve  the  point  of  glory  to  our  Land ; 

Hold  up  difgraced  Knowledge  from  the  ground  j 

Keep  Virtue  in  requefl  ;  give  Worth  her  due. 

Let  not  Neglect  with  barb'rous  means  confound 

So  fair  a  good,  to  bring  in  Night  a-new  : 

Be  not,  O  be  not  acceffary  found 

Unto  her  death,  that  mull  give  life  to  you. 

Where  will  you  have  your  virtuous  name  fafe  laid 
In  gorgeous  tombs,  in  facred  cells  fecure  ? 
Do  you  not  fee  thofe  proflrate  heaps  betray'd 
Your  Father's  bones,  and  could  net  keep  them  fure 
And  will  you  truft  deceitful  Hones  fair  laid, 
And  think  they  will  be  to  your  honour  truer  ? 

No,  no ;  unfparing  Time  will  proudly  fend 
A  warrant  unto  Wrath,  that  with  one  frown 
Will  all  thefe  mockries  of  vain-glory  rend, 
And  make  them  (as  before)  ungrac'd,  unknown  ; 
Poor  idle  honours,  that  can  ill  defend 
your  memories,  that  cannot  keep  their  owne 
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whereto  ferve  that  wondrous  Trophee  now 
on  the  goodly  plain  near  Walton  Hands  ? 
That  huge  dumb  heap,  that  cannot  tell  us  how, 
Nor  what,  nor  whence  it  is ;   nor  with  whofe  hands. 
Nor  for  whofe  glory-r-it  was  fet  to  fliew, 
)rlow  much  our  'pride  mocks  that  of  other  Lands. 

Whereon  when  as  the  gazing  Pafienger 

Hath  greedy  look'd  with  admiration  ; 

And  fain  would  know  his  birth,  and  what  he  were ; 

How  there  erected  ;   and  how  long  agon  : 

Enquires  and  afks  his  fellow  traveller 

What  he  hath  heard,  and  his  opinion  : 

And  he  knows  nothing,  then  he  turns  again, 
And  looks  and  fighs ;  and  then  admires  afrefli? 
And  in  himielf  with  ibrrow  doth  complain 
The  mifery  of  dark  forgetful nefs : 
Angry  with  Time  that  nothing  mould  remain, 
Qur  greateft  Wonders  Wonder  to  exprefs. 

Then  Ignorance,  with  fabulous  difcourfe, 
fobbing  fair  ^.rt  and  Cunning  of  their  right, 
Tells  how  thofe  {tones  were  by  the  Devil's  force. 
From  Afric  brought  to  Ireland  in  a  night ; 
And  thence  to  Britany,  by  magick  courie, 
From  Giant's  hands  redeem 'd  by  Merlin's  flight ; 

And  then  near  Ambri  plac'd  in  memory 
Of  all  thofe  noble  Britons  murther'd  there, 
By  Hengift  and  his  Saxon  treachery, 
Coming  to  parlee  in  peace  at  unaware, 
With  this  old  legend  then  Credulity 
Jiplds  her  content,  and  cjofes  up  her  care. 
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*  And  as  for  thee,  thou  huge  and  mighty  frame, 
That  Hands  corrupted  fo  with  Time's  defpite, 
And  giv'il  falfe  evidence  againft  their  fame 
That  fet  thee  there  to  teftify  their  right  ; 
And  are  become  a  traitor  to  their  name, 
Thattrufted  thee  with  all  the  belt  they  might  j 

Thou  fhalt  ftand  (till  bely?d  and  flandered, 

The  only  gazing-ftock  of  Ignorance, 

And  by  thy  guile  the  wife  admonished, 

Shall  never  more  defire  fuch  hopes  t'  advance, 

Nor  truft  their  living  glory  with  the  dead 

That  cannot  fpeak,  but  leave  their  fame  to  chance. 

Confid'ring  in  how  finall  a  room  do  lie, 

And  yet  lie  fafe,  (as  frefli  as  if  alive) 

All  thofe  great  Worthies  of  Antiquity, 

Which  long  foreliv'd  thee,  and  mall  long  furvive  ; 

Who  ftronger  tombs  found  for  Eternity, 

Than  could  the  Pow'rs  of  all  the  Earth  contrive. 

Where  they  remain  thefe  trifles  to  upbraid, 
Out  of  the  reach  of  fpoil,  and  way  of  Rage; 
Tho*  Time  with  all  his  Pow'r  of  years  hath  laid 
Long  batt'ry,  back'd  with  undermining  Age  ; 
Yet  they  make  head  only  with  their  own  aid, 
And  war  with  his  all-conqu'ring  forces  wage  j 
Pleading  the  Heavens  preicription  to  be  free, 
And  t'  have  a  grant  t'  endure  as  long  as  He. 

Mufophiius.  by  S.  Daniel, 

*  A  few  lines  of  inferior  merit  are  here  pmitted. 
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IDEA    BEATIFICAL, 


***•*•*****$*** 

'End,  and  Beginning  of  each  thing  that  growes, 
Whofe  felfe  no  end,  nor  ye:  beginning  knowes, 
That  hath  no  eyes  to  le<%  nor  tars  to  henre, 
Yet  fees  ard  hear.es,  and  is  all  eye,  all  eare, 
That  no  vvhear  is  contain'd,  ai,d  )  et  is  eveiy  whearf 

Changer  of  all  things,  yet  immutable, 
Before  and  after  all,  the  firft,  and  lail, 
Thatmooving  all?  is  yet  immovenble, 
Great  without  quantified  in  whole  forecaft, 
Things  pad  are  preknt,   things  to  come  are  pad  ; 
Switt  without  motion,  to  whole  open  eye, 
The  hearts  of  wicked  men  uiibreiied  lie, 
At  once  ablent,  arid  preleht  to  them,  farre  and  nigh. 

It  is  no  flaming  luftre,  made  of  light, 

No  fweet  concent,  or  well-tim'd  harmonic, 

Ambrofia,  for  to  feafl  the  appetite, 

Or  flowrie  odour  mixt  with  Ipicerie. 

Ko  loft  embrace,  or  plealure  bodilily, 
And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  inward  ieaft, 
A  harmony,  that  iounds  within  the  breaft, 

£n  odour,  light,  en. brace,  in  which  the  foule  doth  reft. 


A  hcay'nly 
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A  heav'nly  feaft,  no  hunger  can  confume, 
A  light  unfeene,  yet  fliines  in  every  place, 
A  found,  no  time  can  fteale,  a  fweet  perfume 
No  windes  can  fcatter,  an  entire  embrace, 
That  no  fatietie  can  ere  unlace, 

Ingrac't  into  fo  high  a  favour,  thear 

The  Saints,  with  their  beaw-peers,  whole  worlds  outwear* 
And  things  unfeene  doe  fee,  and  things  unheard  doe  hear. 

Chrifl's  Triumph, 
Part  II.  Stan.  38—41. 
Ed.  1610.  by  G.  Fletchei> 


REFLECTIONS    ON    DEATH, 


H'  Egyptians,  amidfl  their  folemne  feafts, 
Ufed  to  welcome,  and  prefer?  t  their  gueils, 
With  the  fad  fight  of  Man's  anatomy, 
Serv'd  in  with  this  loud  motto,  «*  Allmujl  die" 
Fooles  often  goe  about,  when  as  they  may 
Take  better  vantage  of  a  neerer  way. 
Looke  well  into  your  bofomes :  doe  not  flatter 
Your  knowne  infirmities :  behold,  what  matter 
Your  flellie  was  made  of:  Man,  cad  backe  thine  eye, 
Upon  the  weaknefle  of  thine  infancy  ; 
See  how  thy  lips  hang  on  thy  mother's  breft 
Pawling  for  helpe,  more  helpleffe  than  a  beaft. 

Liv'ft  thou  to  Childhood  ?  then,  behold,  what  toies 
C  mocke  the  fenfc,  how  ihallqw  arc  thy  joyes. 
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Com'ft  thou  to  downie  yeares  ?  See,  how  deceits 

Gull  thee  with  golden  fruit,  and  with  falfe  baits 

Slily  beguile  the  prime  of  thine  nffe&ion. 

Art  thou  attain'd  at  length  to  full  perfection 

Of  ripen'd  yeares  ?  Ambition  hath  now  fent 

T^hee  on  her  frothy  errand  ;  Difcontdht 

Payes  thee  thy  wages.   Doe  thy  grizly  haires 

Begin  to  caft  account  of  many  cares 

Upon  thy  head  ?  The  facred  luft  of  gold 

Now  fires  thy  fpirit,  for  fleflily  lull  too  cold, 

Makes  thee  a  {lave  to  thine  owne  bafe  defire, 

Which  melts  and  hardens  at  the  felf  fame  fire. 

Art  thou  decfepit  ?  then  thy  very  breath 

Is  grievous  to  thee,  and  each  griefe's  a  death* 

Looke  where  thou  lift,  thy  life  is  but  a  fpan, 

Thou  art  but  duft,  and,  to  conclude,  a-  Man, 

Thy  life's  a  warfare,  thou  a  fjuldier  art, 

Satan's  thy  foe-man,  and  a  faithfull  heart' 

Thy  two-edg'd  weapon,  patience  thy  fhield, 

Heaven  is  thy  Chiefetain,  and  the  world  thy  field* 
To  be  afraid  to  die,  or  wifh  for  death, 

Are  words  and  paffions  of  defpairing  breath  : 

Who  doth  the  firft,  the  day  doth  faintly  yeeld, 

And  who  the  fecond,  bafely  flies  the  field. 

Man's  not  a  lawfull  ftearfman  of  his  dayes, 

His  bootleife  wifh,  nor  haltens  nor  delay es  : 

We  are  God's  hired  workmen  ;  he  discharges 

Some  late  at  night,  and  (when  he  lilt)  inlarges 

Others  at  noone,  and  in  the  morning,  fome  : 

None  may  relieve  himfelfe,  till  he  bid  come  : 

If  we  receive  for  one  halie  day  as  much 

As  they  that  toyle  till  evening,  fhall  we  grutch  ? 

Job  Militant, 

Med.  8.  by  F.  Quarks- 

Ed.  1630. 
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The  Immortality  of'  the  SOU  L,  implied  frcnx 
its  Motion. 


-The  Son!,  which  in  this  earthly  mould 


The  fpirit  of  God  doth  fecretiy  infufe, 
Becaufe  at  firft  flic  doth  th'  Earth  behold, 
And  only  this  material  world  (lie  views  : 

Atfirfther  mother  Earth  me  hoideth  dear, 
And  doth  embrace  the  world,  and  worldly  things  « 
She  flies  clofe  by  the  ground,  and  hovers  here, 
And  mounts  not  up  with  her  celefiial  wings. 

Yet  under  heav'n  file  cannot  light  on  aught 
That  with  her  heavenly  nature  doth  agree  ; 
She  cannot  reft,  me  cannot  fix  her  thought, 
She  cannot  in  this  world  contented  be. 

For  who  did  ever  yet,  in  Honour,  Wealth, 
Or  Pleafure  of  the  fence,  contentment  find? 
Who  ever  ceas'd  to  wiili  when  he  had  Health  ? 
Or  having  VVifdom  was  not  vext  in  mind  ? 

With  this  defire  me  hath  a  native  might 
To  find  out  every  truth  if  me  had  time  ; 
Th'  innumerable  effe&s  to  fort  aright, 
And  by  degree  from  caufe  to  caule  to  climb. 


But 
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But  fince  our  life  fo  faft  away  doth  flide, 
As  doth  a  hungry  Eagle  through  the  wind : 
Or  as  a  (hip  tranfported  with  the  tide, 
Which  in  their  paflage  leave  no  print  behind  ; 

Of  which  fwift  little  time  fo  much  wefpend 
While  ibme  few  things  we  through  the  fence  do  ftrain, 
That  our  fhort  race  of  life  is  at  an  end, 
Ere  we  the  principles  6f  fkill  attain. 

Sir  John  Davies, 
p.  68. 


The  Inability  of  HUMAN   GREATNESS. 


"COND  Man,  that  looks  on  Earth  for  happineife, 
•^     And  here  long  feeks  what  here  is  never  found ! 
For  all  our  good  we  hold  from  heav'n  by  leafe, 
With  many  forfeits  and  conditions  bound  j 

Nor  can  we  pay  the  fine  and  rentage  due  ; 

Though  now  but  writ,  and  feai'd,  and  giv'n  anevr, 
Yet  daily  we  it  break,  then  daily  mult  renew. 

Why  fhould'ft  thou  here  look  for  perpetuall  good, 
A  every  lofle  againft  heav'ns  face  repining  ? 
Do  but  behold  where  glorious  Cities  itood, 
With  gilded  tops,  and  filver  turrets  mining; 

There  now  the  Hart  fearlefie  of  grey -hound  feeds, 

And  loving  Pelican  in  fafety  breeds  ; 
There  iliriechmg  Satyres  fill  the  people's  emptie  fleads. 

7  Where 
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Where  is  th'  Aflyrian  Lion's  golden  hide, 

That  all  the  Eaft  once  graipt  in  lordly  paw  ?  ^ 

Where  that  great  Perfian  Jieare,  whofe  fwelling  pride 

The  Lion's  felf  tore  out  with  ravenous  jaw  ? 
Or  he  which  twixt  a  Lion  and  a  Pard, 
Through  all  the  World  with  nimble  pineons  far'd, 

And  to  his  greedy  whelps  his  ccnquer'd  kingdomes  fhar'd  f 

Hardly  the  place  of  fucK  antiquifie, 

Or  note  of  thefe  great  monarchies  we  finde  :' 

One)y  a  fading  verball  memorie, 

And  empty  name  in  writ  is  left  behinde  : 

But  when  this  fecond  life,  and  glory  fades, 
And  finks  at  length  in  times  obfcurer  {hades, 

A  fecond  fall  fucceeds,  and  double  death  invades. 

That  monftrous  beaft,  which  mirft  in  Tiber's  fertae 
Did  all  the  world  with  hideous  fhape  affray  ; 
That  fill'd  with  coflly  fpoil  his-  gaping  denne, 
And  trode  downe  all  the  reft  to  dufi  and  clay  : 

His  batt'ring  horns,  pull'd  out  by  civil  hands, 

And  iron  teeth,  lie  fcatter'd  on  the  fands ; 
Back't,  bridled  by  a  Monk  with  ievea  heads  yoked  ftarfds. 

And  that  black  Vulture,  which  with  deathfull  wing 
Ore-fliadowes  half  the  Earth,  whole  difmal  fight 
Frighted  the  Mufes  from  their  native  fpring, 
Already  ftoops,  and  flagges  with  weary  flight. 
Who  then  fhall  hope  for  happines  beneath  • 
Where  each  new  day  proclaims  chance,  change  and  death, 
And  life  itfclf 's  as  flit  as  is  the  aire  we  breathe  ? 

Purple  Ifland, 

Cant.  7,  St.  2 — 7; 

by  Ph.  Fletcher.  Edit.  1633. 


FAITH. 
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E  proudeft  pitch  of  that  viftorious  Spirit 
Was  bat  to  win  the  World,  whereby  t*  inherite 
The  ayrie  purchafe  of  a  tranfitory 
And  glozing  title  of  an  age's  glory  5 
Would'ft  thou  by  conqueit  win  more  fame  than  he, 
Subdue  thyfelfe  ;  thyfelfe's  a  world  to  thee. 
Earth's  but  a  ball,  that  Heaven  hath  quilted  ore 
With  Wealth  and  Honour,  banded  on  the  floore 
Of  fickle  Fortune's  falfe  and  llippery  Court, 
Sent  for  a  Toy,  to  make  us  Children  fport, 
Man's  fatiate  fpirits  with  frefh  delights  fupplying, 
To  flill  the  fondlings  of  the  world  from  crying  ; 
And  he,  whofe  merit  mounts  to  fuch  a  joy, 
Gaines  but  the  honour  of  a  mighty  toy. 

But  would'ft  thou  conquer,  have  thy  conquefl  crown'd 
£y  hands  of  Seraphims,  trymph'd  with  the  found 

Of  Heaven's  loud  trumpet,  warbled  by  the  fhrili 

Celeftial  quire,  recorded  with  a  quill, 

Pluckt  from  the  pinion  of  an  Angels  wing, 

Confirm'd  with  joy  by  Heavens  eternal  King ; 

Conquer  thyfelfe,  thy  rebel  thoughts  repell, 

And  chafe  thofe  falfe  afleclions  that  rebell. 

Hath  Heaven  defpoil'd  what  his,  full  hand  hath  given  thee  ? 

Nipt  thy  fucceeding  bloflbmes  ?  or  bereaven  thee, 

Of  thy  deare  latefl  hope,  thy  bofome  friend  ? 

Doth  fad  Defpaire  deny  thefe  griefes  an  end  ? 

Defpaire's  a  whifp'ring  rebell,  that  within  thee, 

Bribes  all  thy  field,  and  fcts  thy  felfe  agin  thee ; 

.  II.  C  Make 
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Makekeene  thy  faith,  and  with  thy  force  let  flee, 

If  thou  not  conquer  him,  he'll  conquer  thee  : 

Advance  thy  (hield  of  Patience  to  thy  head, 

And  when  Griefe  ftriks,  'twii  ftrike  the  ilriker  (lead. 

*  In  adverfe  fortunes,  be  thou  flrong  and  flout, 

And  bravely  win  thyfelfe,  Heaven  holds  not  out 

His  bow  for  ever  bent ;  the  difpofition 

Ofnoblelt  fpirit,  doth,   by  oppofitionr 

Exafperate  the  more  :  a  gloomy  night 

Whets  on  the  morning  to  returne  more  bright ; 

f  Brave  minds,  oppreft,  fhould  in  defpight  of  Fater 

Looke  greateft,  like  the  Sune,  in  lowed  ftate. 

But,  ah  !  mall  God  thus  ftrive  with  flefh  and  blood  f 

Receives  he  glory  from,  or  reapes  he  good 

In  mortals  ruine,  that  he  leaves  man  ib 

To  be  overwhelmed  by  this  unequall  foe  ? 

May  not  a  Potter,  that,    from  out  the  ground. 
Hath  fram'd  a  veflel,  fearch  if  it  be  found  ? 
Or  if,  by  furbiftiing,  he  take  more  paine 
To  make  it  fairer,  mall  the  pot  complaine  ? 
Mortall,  thou  art  but  clay  :   then  fhall  not  he, 
That  fram'd  thee  for  his  fervice,  ieafon  thee  ? 
Man,  cloze  thy  lips ;  be  thou  no  undertaker 
Of  God's  defignes ;  difpute  not  with  thy  Maker. 

Job  Mil.  3  Med. 
Ed,  1638,  by  F. 

*  Two  lines  are  here  omitted. 
f  Two  lines  are  here  omitted. 
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To  the  Honourable  Mr.  W. 


TTE  who  is  good  is  happy — let  the  loude 
•*•      Artillery  of  Heaven  breake  through  a  cloude, 
And  dart  its  thunder  at  him  ;  hee'le  remaine 
Unmov  d  and  nobler  comfort  entertaine 
In  welcomming  th'  approach  of  Death,  then  Vice, 
Ere  found  in  her  fictitious  Paradife. 
Time  mocks  our  youth,  and  (while  we  number  pad 
Delights,  and  raife  our  appetite  to  tafle 
Enfuing)  brings  us  to  unflatter'd  Age, 
Where  we  are  feft  to  fatisfie  the  rage 
Of  threatning  Death :  Pompe,  Beauty,  Wealth,  and  all 
OurFriendmips,  fhrinkingfrom  thefunerall. 
The  thought  of  this  begets  that  brave  difdaine 
With  which  thou  view'ft  the  world,  and  makes  thofe  vaint 
Treasures  of  fancy,  ferious  fooles  fo  court, 
And  fweat  to  purchafe,  thy  contempt  or  fport. 
What  mould  we  covet  here  ?  why  interpofe 
A  cloud  twixt  us  and  Heaven  ?  kind  Nature  chofe 
Man's  foule  th'  Exchequer  where  (he'd  hoord  her  wearthf 
And  lodge  all  her  rich  fecrets ;  but  by  the  ftealth 
Of  our  owne  vanity,  w*  are  left  fo  poore, 
The  creature  meerely  fenfuall  knowes  more. 
The  learned  Halcyon  by  her  wifdome  finds 
A  gentle  feafon,  when  the  feas  and  winds 
Are  filenc't  by  a  calme,  and  then  brings  forth 
The  happy  miracle  of  her  rare  birth, 
Leaving  with  wonder  all  our  arts  pofleft, 
That  view  the  architecture  of  her  neft. 

C  2 
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Pride  raifeth  us  'bove  juftice.    We  beilowe 
Increafe  of  knowledge  on  old  minds,  which  grow 
By  age  to  dotage  ;  while  the  fenlitive 
Part  of  the  world  in  its  firfl  firength  doth  live. 
Folly !  what  doft  thou  in  thy  power  containe 
Deferves  our  ftudy  ?  merchants  plough  the  maine^ 
And  bring  home  th*  Indies,  yet  afpire  to  more, 
By  avarice  in  the  pofleffion  poore. 
And  yet  that  Idol  Wealth  we  all  admite 
Into  the  foule's  great  Temple,  buiie  Wit 
Invents  new  orgies,  Fancy  frames  new  rites 
To  mew  its  fuperftition,  anxious  nights 
Are  watcht  to  win  its  favour  ;  while  the  bead 
Content  with  Nature's  eourteiie  doth  reft. 
Let  man  then  boaft  no  more  a  foule,  fmce  he 
Hath  loft  that  great  prerogative  ;  but  thee 
(Whom  Fortune  hath  exempted  from  the  herd 
Of  vulgar  men,  whom  Vertue  hath  preferr'd 
Farre  higher  than  thy  birth)  I  muft  commend, 
Rich  in  the  purchafe  of  fo  fweete  a  friend. 
And  though  my  fate  conducts  me  to  the  fliade 
Of  humble  Quiet,  my  ambition  payde 
With  fafe  content,  while  a  pure  Virgin  fame 
Doth  raile  me  trophies  in  Caftara's  name. 
No  thought  of  glory  fwelling  me  above 
The  hope  of  being  famed  for  vertuous  love* 
Yet  wifli  I  thee,  guided  by  better  ftarres 
To  purchafe  unfafe  honour  in  the  wanes 
Or  envied  fmiles  at  Court ;   for  thy  great  race, 
And  merits  well  may  challenge  th'  higheft  place. 
Yet  know,  what  bufie  path  fo-ere  you  tread 
To  Greatnefle,  you  mult  fleepe  among  the  dead. 

Caftara,  by  W.  Habingtonu 
Ed,  Lond,  1640. 


sie 
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T  IKE  to  the  falling  of  a  ihrre ; 
'"  Or  as  the  flights  of  Eagles  are  ; 
Or  like  the  frefli  Spring's  gaudy  hew  : 
Or  lllver  drops  of  morning  dew  ; 
Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood ; 
Or  bubbles  which  on  water  flood  ; 
Even  fuch  is  Man,  whofe  borrowed  light 
Is  ftrcight  call'd  in,  and  .paid  to  night. 

%%e  Wind  Howes  out  ;  the  Bulbk  dies  5 
^he  Spring  entombed  in  Autumn  lies  ; 
7 he  De<w  dries  up\  the  Star  re  is  foot : 
^be  fight  is  paft  5  and  Man  forgot. 


Dr.  Kind's  Poems, 
page  139, 
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To  my  nobleil  Friend  J.  C 9  Efquire, 


S  I  R, 

Hate  the  Countries  durt  and  manners,  yet 
I  love  the  lilence  ;  I  embrace  the  wit 
And  courtfliip,  flowing  here  in  a  full  tide, 
But  loathe  the  expence,  the  vanity  and  pride. 
No  place  each  way  is  happy  ;  here  I  hold 
Commerce  with  iome,  who  to  my  eare  unfoUJ 
(After  a  due  oatii  immilred)  the  height 
And  greatnelie  of  each  ttar  (nines  in  the  ftate, 
The  bnghtnelie,  the  eclypfq,  the  influence. 
"With  others  I  commune,  who  tell  me  whence 
The  torrent  ciorh  of  forraignc  diicord  flow  : 
Relate  each  ikirmifh,  battle,  overthrow, 
Soon  as  they  happen  ;  and  by  rote  can  tell 

Thofe  Germane  townes,  even  puzzle  me  to  fpell, 

The  crofle  or  prolperous  fate  of  Princes,  they 

Afcribe  to  raftineffe,  cunning,  or  delay : 

And  on  each  action  comment  with  more  Ikill 

Then  upon  Livy,  did  old  Matchavill. 

O  bufie  folly !  why  doe  I  my  braine 

Perplex  with  the  dull  pollicies  of  Spaine, 

Or  quicke  defignes  of  France  ?  why  not  repaire 

To  the  pure  innocence  of  the  Country  ayre. 

And  neighbor  thee,  deare  friend  ?  who  fo  dofl  give 

Thy  thoughts  to  worth  and  vertue,  that  to  live 

Bleft,  is  to  trace  thy  wayes,  there,  might  not  we 

Arme  againft  Paffion  with  Philofophie ; 

c  And 


DIDACTIC  AND  MORAL  PIECES,       23 

And  by  the  aide  of  leifure,  fo  controule 

Whatever  is  earth  in  us,  to  grow  all  foule  ? 

Knowledge  doth  ignorance  ingender  when 

We  ftudy  miseries  of  other  men 

And  forraigne  plots,    Doe  but  in  thy  owne  ftiade 

Thy  head  upon  fome  flowry  pillow  laide, 

{Kind  Nature's  hufwifery)  contemplate  all 

His  ftraragems  who  labours  to  inthrall 

The  world  to  his  great.  Mailer  ;  and  you'le  finde 

Ambition  mockes  itfelfe,  and  grafpes  the  wind. 

Not  conqueft  makes  us  great,  blood  is  too  deare 

A  price  for  Glory  :  tfonour  doth  appeare 

To  ftatefmen  like  a  vifion  in  the  night, 

And  juggler-like  workes  on  the  deluded  fight. 

The  unbulled  only  wife  :  for  no  refpect 

Indangers  them  to  error ;  they  affect 

Truth  in  her  naked  beauty,  and  behold 

Man  .with  .an  equall  eye,  not  bright  in  gold 

Or  tall  in  title ;  fo  much  him  they  weigh 

As  Vertue  raifeth  him  above  his  clay. 

Thus  let  us  value  things ;  and  fince  we  find 

Time  bends  us  toward  death,  let's  in  our  mind 

Create  new  Youth,  and  arme  againft  the  rude 

Aflaults  of  age  ;  -that  no  dull  folitude 

Of  the  Country  dead  our  thoughts,  nor  bufie  care 

Of  the  towne  make  us  not  thinke,  where  now  we  are 

And  whether  we  are  bound  ;  Time  nere  forgot 

£iis  journey,  though  his  Heps  we  numbred  not. 

Caitara,  by  W.  Habington. 
Ed,  1640.  Lond. 
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A  Farewell  to  the  Vanities  of  the  World. 


rpAREWELL,  ye  gilded  follies,  pleafing  troubles ; 

"*•     Farewell,  ye  honour'd  rags,  ye  glorious  bubbles ; 

Fame's  but  *  hollow  echo,  gold  pure  clay ; 

Honour  the  darling  but  of  one  fliort  day. 

Beauty,  th'  eye's  id* :J  but  a  damafk'd  fkin; 

State  but  a  golden  prifon  to  live  in, 

And  torture  free-born  minds  :  embroider'd  trains 

Merely  but  pageants  for  proud  fwclling  veins ; 

And  blood  ally'd  to  greatnefs,  is  alone 

Inherited,  not  purchased  nor  our  own, 

Fame,  honour,  beauty,  Hate,  train,  blood  and  birtho 
Are  but  the  fading  bloUbms  of  the  earth. 

I  would  be  great,  but  that  the  fun  doth  flill 

Level  his  rays  againfl  the  riling  hill : 

I  wo.uld  be  high,  but  fee  the  proudeft  oak 

Mo  ft  fubject  to  the  rending  thunder-  ftroke  ; 

I  would  be  rich,  but  fee  men  too  unkind, 

Dig  in  the  bowels  of  the  richeft  mind  : 

I  would  be  wife,  but  that  I  often  fee 

The  fox  fufpe&ed,  whi'sil  the  afs  goes  free : 

I  would  be  fair,  but  fee  the  fair  and  proud 

Like  the  bright  fun,  oft  letting  in  a  cloud : 

I  would  be  poor,  but  know  the  humble  grafs 

Still  trampled  on  by  each  unworthy  afs : 

Jlich  hated :  wife  iufpeded  :  fcorn'd  if  poor : 

Great  fear'd  :  fair  tempted:  high  ftill  envy'd  more: 

I  have  wifh'd  all ;  but  now  I  wifh  for  neither  ; 

Great,  high,  nch,  wife  nor  fair ,-  poor  I'll  be  rather. 


Would 
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Would  the  World  now  adopt  me  for  her  heir, 

Would  Beauty's  Queen  entitle  me  "  The  Fair," 

Fame  fpeak  me  Fortune's  minion,  could  I  vie 

Angels  with  India  ;  with  a  fpeaking  eye 

Command  bare  heads,  bow'd  knees,  ftrike  Juflice  dumbj 

As  well  as  blind  and  lame,  or  give  a  tongue 

To  ftones  by  epitaphs :  be  call'd  Great  Matter 

In  the  loofe  rhimes  of  every  poetafter  ? 

Could  I  be  more  than  any  man  that  lives, 

Great,  fair,  rich,  wife,  all  in  fuperlatives : 

Yet  I  more  freely  would  thefe  gifts  refign, 

Than  ever  fortune  would  have  made  them  mine, 
And  hold  one  minute  of  this  holy  leifure, 
Beyond  the  riches  of  this  empty  pleafure. 

Welcome  pure  thoughts,  welcome  ye  filent  groves , 
Thefe  gueffcs,  thefe  courts,  my  foul  mod  dearly  loves : 
Now  the  uing'd  people  of  the  Iky  mall  fing 
My  chearful  anthems  to  the  gladfome  fpring: 
A  prayer-book  now  mall  be  my  looking- glafs, 
In  which  I  will  adore  fweet  Virtues  face. 
Here  dwell  no  hateful  looks,  no  palace-cares, 
No  broken  vows  dwell  here,  nor  pale-fac'd  fears  : 
Then  here  111  fit,  and  figh  my  hot  love's  folly, 
learn  t'  affed  an  holy  melancholy ; 
And  if  Contentment  be  a  ftranger  then, 
I'll  ne'er  look  for  it,  but  in  Heaven  again. 

Sir  H.  Wottoa* 


The 
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The   SHORTNESS   of  J.IFE- 


MY  glafs  is  half  unfp.ent ;  forbear  t'  arreft 
My  thriftlefs  day  too  foon  :  my  poor  requeft 
|s  that  my  glafs  may  run  but  out  the  reft. 

My  time-devouring  minutes  will  be  done 
Without  thy  help  ;  fee  !  fee  how  fwift  they  run ; 
Cut  not  my  thread  before  my  thread  be  fpun. 

The  gaines  not  great  I  purchafe  by  this  ftay  ; 
What  lots  fuftain'il  thou  by  fo  fmall  delay, 
To  whom  ten  thoufand  years  are  but  a  day  ? 

My  following  eye  can  hardly  make  a  fhift 
To  count  my  winged  hours ;  they  fly  fo  fwift, 
They  fcarce  deferve  the  bounteous  name  of  gifto 

The  fecret  wheels  of  hurrying  time  do  give 
So  fliort  a  warning,  and  fo  fail  they  drive, 
That  I  am  dead  before  I  feem  to  live. 

And  what's  a  life  ?  a  weary  pilgrimage, 
Whofe  glory  in  one  day  doth  fill  the  ftage 
With  Childhood,  Manhood,  and  decrepit  Ag£. 


And 
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And  what's  a  life  ?  the  flourifhing  array 
Of  the  prond  fummer-meadow,  which  to-day 
Weares  her  green  plum,  and  is  to-morrow  hay. 

Read  on  this  dial,  how  the  fhades  devour 

My  fhort-lived  winter's  day  !  hour  eats  up  hour; 

Alas !  the  total's  but  from  eight  to  four. 

Behold  thefe  lilies,  which  thy  hands  have  made 

Fair  copies  of  my  life,  and  open  lajd 

To  view,  how  fooii  they  droop,  how  foon  they  fade  ! 

Shade  not  that  dial,  night  will  blind  too  foon  ; 
My  non-aged  day  already  points  to  noon  ; 
How  fitnple  is  my  fuit !  how  fmall  my  boon ! 

Nor  do  I  beg  this  {lender  inch,  to  wile 

The  time  away,  or  falfely  to  beguile 

My  thoughts  with  joy ;  here's  nothipg  worth  a  (mile. 

Quarles  Emblems* 
B.    ,  Em.  i 


OThtt 
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O  That  thou  wouldft  hide  me  in  the  Grave,  that  thoi 
<wouldjl  keep  meinfecret  until  thy  wrath  befafl. 

PSALMS 


A  H  !  whither  fliall  I  fly  ?  what  path  untrod 
**•  Shall  I  feek  out  to  'fcape  the  flaming  rod 
Of  my  offended,  of  my  angry  God  ? 

Where  fliall  I  fojourn  ?  what  kind  fea  will  hide 
My  head  from  thunder  ?  where  fliall  I  abide, 
Until  his  flames  be  quench'd  or  laid  afide  ? 

What  if  my  feet  fliould  take  their  hafty  flight, 
And  feek  protection  in  the  fliades  of  night  ? 
Alas !  no  fhades  can  blind  the  God  of  Light. 

What  if  my  foul  fliould  take  the  wings  of  day, 
And  find  fome  defert ;  if  flie  fpring  away, 
The  wings  of  Vengeance  clip  as  fail  as  they. 

What  if  fome  folid  rock  fliould  entertain 
My  frighted  foul  ?  can  folid  rocks  reftrain 
The  flroke  of  Jultice  and  not  cleave  in  twain? 

Nor  fea,  nor  fliade,  nor  fliield,  nor  rock,  nor  cave, 

Nor  filent  deferts,  nor  the  fullen  grave, 

Where  flame-ey'd  fury  means  to  finite,  can  fave. 

9Tis  vain  to  flee  ;  'till  gentle  Mercy  fliew 

Her  better  eye;  the  farther  off  we  go, 

The  fwingof  Juftice  deals  the  mightier  blow. 
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Th*  ingenuous  child,  corrected,  doth  not  file 
His  angry  mother's  hand,  but  clings  more  nighy 
And  quenches  with  his  tears  her  flaming  eye. 

Great  God  !  there  is  no  fafety  here  below  j 

Thou  art  my  fortrefs,  thou  that  feem'fl  my  foe, 

Tis  thou  that  ftrik'fl  the  flroke,  muft  guard  the  blow. 

Quarles  Emblems 


ALL  THINGS  ARE  VAINE. 


A  LTHOUGH  the  purple  morning,  brages  in  brightnefs  of 
^**        the  funne 
As  though  he  had  of  chafed   night,    a  glorious  conqueft 

wonne : 

The  time  by  day,  gives  place  againe  to  force  of  drowfy  night, 
And  every  creature  is  conflram'd  to  change  his  lufly  plight* 
Of  pleafure  all  that  here  we  tafte  ; 
We  feele  the  contrary  at  laile. 

In  fpring,   though   pleafant  Zephirus  hath  frutefull  eartfe 

infpired, 
And  Nature  hath  each  bum,  each  branch,,  with  bloflbmes 

brave  attired : 
Yet  fruites  and  flowers,    as  buds  and  blomes  ful  quickly 

withered  be, 

When  ftormie  Winter  comes  to  kill,  the  Sommers  jollitie. 
By  time  are  got,-  by  time  are  loft, 
All  thingcs  wherein  we  pleafure  Tnofh 

5  Although 
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Although  the  Seas  fo  calmely  glide,  as  daungers  none  ap-» 

peare, 
And  dout  of  ilormes,kin  flue  is  none,  king  Phoebus  fliines  fo 

cleare : 
Yet  when  the  boiftrous  windes  breake  out,  and  raging  waves 

do  fwel, 
The  feely  barke  now  heaves  to  heaven,  now  finkes  againc 

to  hel, 

Thus  change  ifi  ever  thing  we  fee, 
And  nothing  conflant  feemes  to  be. 

Who  floweth  moft  in  worldly  wealth  of  wealth  is  moft  unfure, 
And  he  that  cheefely  tafles  of  joy,  doth  fometime  woe  endure : 
Who  vaunteth  moft  of  numbred  freendes,  foregoe  them  all  he- 

muft, 
The  faireft  flem  and  livelieft  bloud,  is  turn'd  at  length  to  duft- 

Experience  gives  a  certain  ground, 

Tkat  certen  here,  is  nothing  found. 

Then  truft  to  that  which  aye  remaines,  the  blifle  of  heavens 

above, 
Which  Time,  nor  Fate,  nor  Wind,  nor  Storme,  is  able  to 

remove, 
Truft  to  that    fure  celeftiail  rocke,    that  refts  in  glorious 

throne, 

That  hath  bene,  is,  and  muft  be  ftil,  our  anker  hold  alone. 
The  world  is  but  a  vanitie, 
In  heaven  feeke  we  our  furetie. 

The  Paradife  of  Daynty  Devifes. 
Fol.  1 8,  44,  figned  F.  " 


CHURCH 
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CHURCH   MONUMENTS, 


HILE  that  my  Soul  repairs  to  her  devotion, 
Here  I  intomb  my  flefti,  that  it  betimes 
May  take  acquaintance  of  this  heap  of  duft  j 
To  which  the  blaft  of  Death's  inceflant  motion, 
Fed  with  the  exhalation  of  our  crimes, 
Drives  all  at  laft,  therefore  I  gladly  truft 

My  body  to  the  School,  that  it  may  learn 
To  fpell  his  elements,  and  finds  his  birth 
Written  in  dufty  herauldry  and  lines* 
Which  diffolutioft  fure  doth  beft  dilcern, 
Comparing  duft  with  duft,  and  earth  with  earth, 
Thefe  laugh  at  jeat,  and  marble  put  for  figns, 

To  fever  the  good  fellowmip  of  duft, 
And  fpoil  the  meeting.     What  mail  point  out  them, 
When  they  mall  bow>  and  kneel,  and  fall  down  flat 
To  kifs  thofe  heaps,  which  now  they  have  in  truft  ? 
Dear  flefli,  while  I  do  pray,  learn  here  thy  ftein 
And  true  defcent;  that  when  thou  lhalt  grow  fat, 


And 
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And  wanton  in  thy  cravings,  thou  mayft  know, 
That  flefh  is  but  the  glafs  which  holds  the  duft 
That  meaufures  all  our  time  j  which  alfo  ihall 
Be  crumbled  into  dufl,  mark  here  below, 
How  tame  thefe  afhes  are,  how  free  from  luft, 
That  thou  may 'ft  fit  thyfelf  againil  thy  fall. 

The  Temple,  by  G.  Herbert/ 
Edit.  1709,  p  56. 


AGAINST  FOREIGN  LUXURY, 


> 

AND  now  yeBritim  fwaines  (whofe  harmelefTe  flieepf 
•"•  Then  all  the  worlds  befide  I  joy  to  keepe) 
Which  fpread  on'  every  plaine,  and  hilly  would, 
Fleeces  no  lefle  efleem'd  then  that  of  gold, 
For  whofe  exchange  one  Indy  jems  of  price, 
The  other  gives  you  of  her  choicelt  fpice, 
And  well  fhe  may  ;  but  we  unwife,  the  while, 
LefTen  the  glory  of  our  fruitfull  Ifle  : 
Making  thofe  nations  thinke  we  foolifh  are, 
For  baler  drugs  to  vent  our  richer  ware, 
Which  (fave  the  bringer)  never  profit  man, 
Except  the  Sexten  and  Phyiitian. 
And  whether  change  of  clymes,  or  what  it  be, 
That  proves  our  marainers  mortalitie, 

Suck 
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Such  expert  men  are  fpent  for  fuch  bad  fares 

As  might  have  marie  us  Lords  of  what  is  theirs. 

Stay,  flay  at  home,  ye  nobler  fpirits,  and  prife 

Your  lives  more  high  then  fuch  bafe  trumperies ; 

Forbeare  to  fetch ;  and  they  'le  goe  neere  to  fue, 

And  at  your  owne  dores  offer  them  to  you  ; 

Or  have  their  woods  and  plaines  fo  overgrowne 

With  poyfnous  weeds,  roots,  gums,  and  feeds  unknowne  ; 

That  they  would  hire  iuch  weeders  as  you  be 

To  free  their  land  from  fuch  fertilitie. 

Their  fpices  hot  their  nature  bcil  indures, 

But  'twill  impayre  and  much  diftemper  yours* 

What  our  owne  foyle  affords  befits  us  beft  j 

And  long  and  long,  for  ever  may  we  reft 

Needlefle  of  help  !  and  may  this  Ifle  alone 

Furnifh  all  other  lands,  and  this  land  none! 

Brit.  Pafr.  B.  II,  Song  IV. 
by  W.  Browne.  Thomp, 
Edit. 


VOL.  It.  t>  OF 
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OF  THE  COURTIER'S  LIFE. 


Y  N  E  own  John  Poines,  iins  ye  delight  to  know 
The  caufes  why  that  homeward  I  me  draw, 

And  flee  the  preafe  of  Courtes,  vvherefo  they  goe, 

Rather  then  to  live  thrall  under  the  awe 

Of  lordly  lookes,  wrapped  within  my  cloke, 

To  will  and  luft  learning  to  fet  a  law  ; 

It  is  not,  that  becaufe  I  ftorme  or  mocke 

The  power  of  them,  whom  Fortune  here  hath  lent 

Charge  over  us,  of  right  to  ftrike  the  ftroke ; 

But  true  it  is,  that  I  have  always  ment 

Lefs  to  efteeme  them,  then  the  common  fort, 

Of  outward  thinges  that  judge  in  their  entent, 

Without  regarde,  what  inward  doth  refort : 

I  graunt,  fome  time  of  Glory  that  the  fyre, 

Doth  touch  my  heart,  me  lift  not  to  report: 

Blame  by  honour  and  honour  to  defyre. 

But  how  may  I  this  honour  now  attaine, 

That  cannot  dye  the  colour  blacke  a  Iyer? 

My  Poynes,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  to  fayn, 

To  cloke  the  truth,  for  praife,  without  defert, 

Of  them  that  lift  all  vice  for  to  retayne  : 

I  cannot  honour  them  that  fet  theyr  part 

With  Venus  and  Baccbas  all  their  life  long ; 

Nor  hold  my  peace  of  them,  although  I  fmart. 

I  cannot  crouche  nor  knele  to  inch  a  wronge, 

To 
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As  Dronkermefs  good  fellowfhip  to  call, 

The  frendiy  foe  with  his  faire  double  face, 

Say  he  is  gentle,  and  curties  therewithall ; 

Affirme  that  Favill  hath  a  goodly  grace 

In  eloquence ;  and  cruelty  to  name, 

Zeale  of  Juftice ;  and  change  in  time  and  place : 

And  he  that  fuffereth  offence  without  blame, 

Call  him  pitefull,  and  him  true  and  playne, 

That  rayleth  rechlefs  unto  eche  man's  mame, 

Say  he  is  rude,  that  cannot  lye  and  fayne; 

The  lecher  a  lover,  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  Prince's  raigne. 

I  cannot  I,  no  no,  it  .will  not  be. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  I  could  never  yet, 

Hang  on  their  fleeves  the  weigh  (as  thou  maift  fee) 

A  chippe  of  chaunce,  more  than  a  pound  of  wit : 

This  makes  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawke, 

And  in  foul  weather  at  my  book  to  fit, 

In  froft  and  fnow,  then  with  my  bowe  flalke, 

No  man  doth  marke  wherefo  I  ryde  or  goe, 

In  lufty  leas  at  libertie  I  walke  ; 

And  of  thefe  newes  I  fele  no  weale  no  woe, 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  hang  yett  at  my  hele, 

No  force  for  that,  for  that  is  ordered  fo, 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dyke  full  welc* 

I  am  not  now  in  France  to  judge  the  wyne, 

With  favery  fauce  thofe  delicates  to  feele, 

Nor  yet  in  Spayne,  where  one  muft  him  incline, 

Rather  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  feme, 

I  meddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  fe  fyne, 

Nor  Flanders  chere  lettes  to  my  fight  to  deme, 

Of  black  and  white,  nor  takes  my  wittes  away^ 

With  beaftlinefs,  fuch  doe  thofe  beaftes  efteme  I 

Nor  I  am  not,  where  truth  is  geven  in  pay 

For  money,  pryfon  and  treafon ;    of  fome 

A  common  practice  ufed  night  and  daye  ; 


But 
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But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Chriftendome, 
Among  the  Mufes,  where  I  reade  and  ryme, 
Where  if  thou  lift,  mine  own  John  Poynes  to  come, 
7  Jiou  malt  be  jucjge,  how  I  do  fpende  py  tyme. 

Sir  Thomas  Wyat. 
Tonel's  Edit. 


The  Pleafures  of  Literary  Retirement. 


MY  free-borne  Mufe  will  not,  like  Danae,  be 
Wonnne  with  bafe  drofle  to  clip  with  flavery j 
Nor  lend  her  choiler  balme  to  worthlefle  men, 
Whofe  names  would  die  but  for  fome  hired  pen ; 
No  :  if  I  praife,  Vertue  fhall  draw  me  to  it, 
And  not  a  bafe  procurement  make  me  doe  it. 
What  now  I  ling  is  but  to  pafle  away 
A  tedious  houre,  as  fome  mufitians  play ; 
Or  make  an  other  my  owne  griefes  bemone  ; 
Or  to  be  leaft  alone  when  moft  alone, 
In  this  can  I,  as  oft  as  1  will  chufe, 
Hug  fweet  Content  by  my  retyred  mufe3 
And  in  a  fludy  finde  as  much  to  pleafe 
As  others  in  the  greatefl  Palaces. 
Each  man  that  lives  (according  to  his  powre) 
On  what  he  loves  beftowes  an  idle  hovvre  j 
Inflead  of  hounds  that  make  the  wooded  hils 
Talke  in  a  hundred  voyces  to  the  rils, 
I  like  the  pleafmg  cadence  of  a  line 
Strucke  by  the  concert  of  the  facred  Nine. 
In  lieu  of  Hawkes,  the  raptures  of  my  foule 
Tranfcend  their  pitch  and  bafer  earths  controule. 
For  running  horfes,  Contemplation  flyes 
With  quickest  *peed  to  winne  the  greateil  prize. 

D  3  For 
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For  courtly  dancing,  I  can  take  more  pleafure 

To  heare  a  verfe  keepe  time  and  equall  meafure. 

For  winning  riches,  ieeke  the  bell  directions 

How  I  may  well  fubciue  mine  owne  affections. 

For  rayfing  (lately  pyles  for  heyres  to  come, 

Here  in  this  poem  I  erecl  my  toombe. 

And  time  may  be  fo  kinde,  in  thefe  weake  lines 

To  keepe  my  name  enroll'd,  pail  his,  that  mines 

In  guilded  marble,  or  in  brazen  leaves : 

Since  verfe  preferves  when  flone  and  brafle  deceives. 

Or  if  (as  worthleffe)  Time  not  lets  it  live 

To  thofe  full  days  which  others  Mufes  give, 

Yet  I  am  fure  1  fliall  be  heard  and  fung 

Of  moft  feverefl  eld,  and  kinder  young 

Beyond  my  dayes,  and  maugre  Envye's  flrife 

Adde  to  my  name  fome  houres  beyond  my  life, 

Such,  of  the  Mufes,  are  the  able  powres, 

And,  fmce  with  them  I  fpent  my  vacant  houres, 

I  finde  nor  hawke,  nor  hound,  nor  other  thing, 

Turnyes  nor  revels,  (pleafures  for  a  King) 

Yeeld  more  delight ;  for  I  have  oft  poffeft 

As  much  in  this  as  all  in  all  the  reft, 

And  that  without  expence,  when  others  oft 

With  their  undoings  have  their  pleafures  bought. 

Brit.  Pail.  B.  II.  Song  IV. 
by  W.  Browne. 
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On  the  Death  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Filmer,  an 
Elegiacall  Epitaph. 


\7  O  U  that  (hall  live  awhile  before 
^    Old  Time  tyr's,  and  is  no  more ; 
When  that  this  ambitious  ftone 
Stoopes  low  as  what  it  tramples  on  ; 
Know  that  in  that  Age  when  Sinne 
Gave  the  World  law,  and  governed  Queene, 
A  Virgin  liv'd,  that  flill  put 
White  thoughts,  though  out  of  faftiion ; 
That  trac't  the  {tars  fpite  of  report, 
And  durit  be  good,  though  chidden  fort : 

Of  fuch  a  foule Heav'n 

Repented  what  it  thus  had  giv'n ; 

For  finding  equall  happy  man, 

Th*  impatient  Pow'rs  fnatcht  it  agen  ; 

Thus  chafte  as  th'  ayre  whither  fhee's  fled, 

She  making  her  celeftiall  bed 

In  her  warme  alabafter  lay 

As  cold  as  in  this  houfe  of  clay; 

D  4  Nor 
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jNfor  were  the  rooms  unfit  to  feaft 

Or  circumfcribe  this  Angel-gueft  ; 

The  radiant  gemme  was  brightly  fet 

In  as  divine  a  carkanet ; 

For  which  the  clearer  was  not  knownc, 

Her  minde,  or  her  complexion  : 

Such  an  everlafling  grace, 

Such  a  beatitick  face 

Incloyfters  here  this  narrow  floore 

That  pofleft  all  hearts  before. 

Bleft  and  bewayl'd  in  death  and  birth ! 

The  fmiles  and  teares  of  Heav'n  and  Earth  ! 

Virgins  at  each  Hep  are  afeard, 

Filmer  is  (hot  by  which  they  ileer'd, 

Their  ftar  extinct,  their  beauty  dead 

That  the  yong  world  to  honour  led ; 

But  fee  !  the  rapid  fpheres  ftand  ftill, 

And  time  themielves  unto  her  will* 

Thus,  although  this  Marble  mufts 

As  all  things  crumble  into  duft, 

And  though  you  finde  this  faire-built  Tombe 

Afhes,  as  what  lyes  in  its  wombe ; 

Yet  her  Saint-like  name  (hall  fliine 

A  living  glory  to  this  fhrine, 

And  her  eternall  fame  be  read, 

When  all,  but  very  Vertue's  dead. 

Lucafta.  &c.  &c. 

by  Richard  Lovelace, 
Lond.  1649.  Ed. 
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EPITAPH  ON  THE    LADY  MAR? 
V  I  L  L  E  R  S. 


rp  H  E  Lady  Mary  Villers  lyes 
-*     Under  this  flone ;  with  weeping  eyes 
The  Parents  that  firfl  gave  her  birth, 
And  their  fad  Friends  lay'd  her  in  earth ; 
If  any  of  them  (Reader)  were 
Knowne  unto  thee,  Hied  a  teare, 
Or  if  thyfelfe  poflefle  a  gemme, 
As  deare  to  thee,  as  this  to  them; 
Though  a  ftranger  to  this  place, 
Bewayle  in  theirs,  thine  owne  hard  cafe 
For  thou  perhaps  at  thy  returne 
Mayefl  find  thy  Darling  in  an  urne. 

Poems  by  Tho.  Carew  Ef<j. 
Lond.  1640,  p.  90, 
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ON  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET'S  DEATH 


T  E  T  no  prophane  ignoble  foot  tread  here, 

•*-'  This  hallowed  piece  of  Earth,  Dorfet  lyes  there : 

A  fmall  poor  relique  of  a  noble  fpirit, 

Free  as  the  aire,  and  ample  as  his  merit : 

A  foul  refin'd,  no  proud  forgetting  Lord 

But  mindfull  of  mean  names,  and  of  his  word : 

Who  lov'd  men  for  his  honour,  not  his  ends, 

And  had  the  nobleft  way  of  getting  friends 

By  loving  firft,  and  yet  who  knew  the  Court, 

But  underflood  it  better  by  report 

Then  pra&ife  :  he  nothing  took  from  thence 

But  the  King's  favour  for  his  recompence. 

Who  for  Religion,  or  his  Countrey's  good, 

Neither  his  honour  valued,  nor  his  blood. 

Rich  in  the  World's  opinion,  and  men's  praife, 

And  full  in  all  we  could  defire,  but  dayes, 

He  that  is  warn'd  of  this,  and  lhall  forbeare 

To  vent  a  figh  for  him,  or  fhed  a  teare, 

May  he  live  long  fcorn'd  and  unpitied  fall, 

And  want  a  Mourner  at  his  funerall. 

Certain  Elegant  Poems. 
Written  by  Dr.  Corbet  Bifliop 
of  Norwich,  1647.  Ed.  Lond.  p. 
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>N  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY. 


0  N  D  wight,  who  dreamft  of  Greatnefs,  Glory,  State, 
And  worlds  of  pleafures,  honours  to  devife, 
Awake,  learne  here  that  how  thou  art  not  great, 
Nor  glorious ;  by  this  Monument  turne  wife. 

One  it  enfhrineth  fprung  of  ancient  flemm, 
And  (if  that  blond  nobility  can  make) 
Frome  which  fome  Kings  have  not  difdain'd  to  take 
Their  proud  defcent,  a  rare  and  matchlefs  gemm. 

A  beauty  here  it  holds  alas,  too  fail ! 
Than  which  no  blooming  rofe  was  more  refin'd, 
Nor  morning's  bluih  more  radiant  ever  fliin'd, 
Ah !  too  too  like  to  Morne  and  Rofe  at  laft. 

It  holds  her  who  in  Wit's  afcendant  far 
Did  yeares  and  lex  tranfcend,  to  whom  the  Heaven 
More  vertue  than  to  all  this  age  had  given, 
For  Vertue  meteor  turn'd,  when  flie  a  liar. 


Faire 
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Faire  Mirth,  fweet  Converfation,  Modefty, 
A©d  what  thofe  Kings  of  numbers  did  conceive 
By  Mules  Nine,  and  Graces  more  than  three, 
Lyeclos'd  within  the  compaffe  of  this  grave. 

Thus  Death  all  earthly  glories  doth  confound, 
!  how  much  worth  a  little  dull  doth  bound. 

Drummond's  Poems,  Svq. 
1656,  p.  198. 


An  ELEGY  on  the  Death  of  PHILARETE, 
L  e.  Mr.  THO.  MAN  WOOD,  the  Author's 
Friend,  and  Son  of  Sir  PETER  MAN* 
WOOD,  Knight. 


T  JNDER  an  aged  oke  was  Willy  laid, 
^   Willy,  the  lad  who  whilonae  made  the  rockes 
To  ring  with  joy  whilfl  on  his  pipe  he  plaid, 
And  from  their  matter's  wood  the  neighboring  flocks ; 
Bat  now  o'recome  with  dolors  deepe 

That  nie  his  heart-firings  rent : 
Ne  car'd  he  for  his  filly  meepe, 

Ne  car'd  for  merriment. 
But  chang'd  his  wonted  walkes 

For  uncouth  paths  unknowne, 
Where  none  but  trees  might  hear  his  plaints, 
And  eccho  rue  his  mone. 


Autumne 
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Autumne  it  was,  when  droopt  the  fweeteft  floures, 
And  rivers  (fwolne  with  pride)  ore-look'd  the  banks, 
Poore  grew  the  day  of  Summer's  golden  houres, 
And  void  of  fap  flood  Ida's  cedar-rankes, 
The  pleafant  meadows  fadly  lay 

In  chili  and  cooling  fweats, 
By  rifmg  fountaines,  or  as  they 

Fear'd  Winter's  waflfull  threats. 
Againfl  the  broad-fpread  oke, 
Each  wind  in  furie  beafes ; 
Yet  fell  their  leaves  not  halfe  fo  faft 
As  did  the  Shepheard's  teares. 

As  was  his  feate  fo  was  his  gentle  heart, 
Meeke  and  dejected,  but  his  thoughts  as  hie 
As  thofe  aye-wandring  lights,  who  both  impart  .tj 

Their  beames  on  us,  and  heaven  flill  beautifie* 
Sad  was  his  looke  (O  heavy  fate  ! 

That  fwaine  mould  be  16  fad, 
Whole  merry  notes  the  forlorne  mate 

With  greateil  plealure  clad) 
Broke  was  his  tunefull  pipe 

That  charm'd  the  chriilall  floods.  I 
And  thus  his  griefe  tooke  airie  wings 
And  flew  about  the  woods. 

%*  Day,  thou  art  too  officious  in  thy  place, 
And  Night  too  fparing  of  a  wifhed  flay, 
Vee  wand'ring  lampes ;  O  be  ye  fixt  a  fpace  ! 
Some  other  Hemifphere  grace  with  your  ray. 
Great  Phoebus  !  Daphne  is  not  heere, 

Nor  Hyacinthus  faire  ; 
Phoebe,  Endimion,  and  thy  deere 

Hath  long  fince  cleft  the  aire, 
But  ye  have  furely  feene 

(Whom  we  in  forrow  mifle) 
A  fwaine  whom  Phoebe  thought  her  lore 
And  Titan  deemed  hi*, 

But 
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But  he  is  gone  ;  then  inwards  turn  your  light, 
Behold  him  there  ;  here  never  (hall  you  more, 
O're-hang  this  fad  plaine  with  eternall  night ! 
Or  change  the  gaudy  greene  fiie  whilome  wore 
To  fenny  blacke.  Hyperion  great 

To  athy  palenefle  turne  her ! 
Greene  well  befits  a  lover's  heate, 
But  blacke  befeemes  a  mourner. 
Yet  neither  this  thou  can'ft, 
Nor  fee  his  iecond  birth, 
His  bright neffe  blinds  thine  eye  more  now, 
Then  thine  did  his  on  earth. 

Let  not  a  fhepheard  on  our  haplefie  plaines, 
Tune  notes  of  glee,  as  ufed  were  of  yore  : 
ForPhilarete  is  dead,  let  mirthful!  flraines 
With  Philarete  ceafe  for  evermore  ! 

And  if  a  fellow  fwaine  doe  live 

A  niggard  of  his  teares; 
The  fhepheardefles  all  will  give 
To  ilore  him,  part  of  theirs. 
Or  I  would  lend  him  fome, 
But  that  the  ftore  I  have 
Will  all  be  ipent  before  I  pay 
The  debt  I  owe  his  grave. 

O  what  is  left  can  make  me  leave  to  mone  ! 
Or  what  remains  but  doth  increafe  it  more  ? 
Looke  on  his  Iheepe  ;  alas  !  their  mailer's  gone. 
Looke  on  the  place  where  we  two  heretofore 

With  locked  armes  have  vow'd  our  love, 

(Our  love  which  time  fliall  fee 
In  fliepheards  longs  for  ever  move, 

And  grace  their  harmony) 
It  folitarie  feemes. 

Behold  our  flowrie  beds ; 
\  Their  beauties  fade,  and  violets 
For  forow  hang  their  hea'ds. 

'Ti 
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'Tis  not  a  cyprefle  bough,  a  countenance  fad, 
A  mourning  garment,  wailing  elegie, 
A  {landing  herfe  in  fablelTejSure'ciad, 
A  toombe  built  to  his  name's  eternitie. 

Although  the  fhepheards  all  fhould  ftrive 

By  yearly  obfequies, 
And  vow  to  keepe  thy  fame  alive 

In  fpite  of  Deilinies, 
That  can  fupprefle  my  griefe  ; 

All  thefe,  and  more  may  be, 
Yet  all  in  vain  to  recompence 
My  greateft  lofle  of  thee. 

Cyprefle  may  fade,  the  countenance  be  chang'd, 
A  garment  rot,  an  elegie  forgotten, 
A  herfe  'mongft  irreligious  rites  be  ranged, 
^A  tombe  pluckt  down,  or  els  through  age  be  rotten: 
All  things  th*  impartial  hand  of  Fate 

Can  rafe  out  with  a  thought : 
Thefe  have  a  fev'ral  fixed  date, 
Which  ended,  turn  to  nought. 
Yet  mail  my  truefl  caufe 
Of  forrow  firmely  flay, 
When  thefe  effects  the  wings  to  Time 
Shall  fanne  and  fw«epe  away. 

Looke  as  a  fweet  rofe  fairely  budding  forth 
'Bewrayes  her  beauties  to  the  enamour'd  morne, 
Untill  fome  keene  blaft  from  the  envious  North 
Killes  the  fweet  bud  that  was  but  newly  borne, 
Or  els  her  rareft  irnels  delighting 

Make  her  herfelfe  betray 
Some  white  and  curious  hand  inviting 

To  pluck  her  thence  away. 
So  flands  my  mournfull  cafe, 
For  had  he  been  lefle  good, 
Yet  (uncorrupt)  he  had  kept  the  ftocke 
Whereon  he  fairlj  Hood, 

Yet 
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Yet  though  fo  long  he  liv'd  not  as  he  might, 
He  had  the  time  appointed  to  him  given. 
Who  liveth  but  the  fpace  of  one  poor  night, 
His  birth,  his  youth,  his  age  is  in  that  even. 
Whoever  doth  the  period  fee 

Of  dayes  by  Heav'n  forth  plotted, 
Dyes  full  of  age,  as  well  as  he 

That  had  more  yeares  allotted. 
In  fad  tones  then  my  verfe 

Shall  with  inceflant  teares 
Bemoane  my  haplefle  lofle  of  him 
And  not  his  want  of  yeares. 

Iri  deeped  paffipns  of  my  grief- fwolne  bread 
(Sweete  Soule  !)  this  onely  comfort  feizeth  me, 
That  fo  few  yeeres  fhould  make  thee  fo  much  bleftj 
And  gave  fuch  wings  to  reach  eternitie. 
Is  this  to  die  ?  no,  as  a  mip 
Well  built,  with  eafy  wind 
A  lazy  hulk  doth  farre  outftrip, 

And  fooneil  harbour  find  : 
So  Philarete  fled, 

Quicke  was  his  paflage  given, 

When  others  muil  have  longer  time 

To  make  them  fit  for  Heaven. 

Then  not  for  thee  thefe  briny  teares  are  fpent, 
But  as  the  Nightingale  againft  the  breere, 
*Tis  for  myfelfe  1  moane,  and  doe  lament, 
Not  that  thou  left'ft  the  world,  but  left'ft  me  here  ? 
Here,  where  without  thee  all  delights 

Faile  of  their  pleafing  powre  : 
All  glorious  daies  feeme  ugly  nights, 

Methinks  no  Aprill  fhowre 
Embroder  mould  the  earth, 

But  briny  teares  diflill, 
Since  Flora's  beauties  fhall  no  more 
Be  honour'd  by  thy  quill, 

An< 
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And  ye  his  flieepe  (in  token  of  his  lackc) 
Whilome  the  faireft  flocke  on  all  the  plaine  : 
Yeaoe  never  lambe,  but  be  it  cloath'd  in  blacke. 
Ye  fliady  iiccamours  !  when  any  fwaine, 
To  carve  his  name  upon  your  rind 

Doth  come,  where  his  doth  ftand, 
Shed  drops,  if  he  be  fo  unkind 

To  raze  it  with  his  hand. 
And  thou,  my  loved  Mule, 

No  more  fhould'ft  numbers  move, 
But  that  his  name  fliould  ever  live, 
And  after  death  my  love. 

This  faid,  he  figh'd,  and  with  o're  drowned  eyes 
Gnz'cl  on  the  Heavens  for  what  he  mill  on  Earth  ; 
Then  from  the  earth,  full  gladly  gan  arife 
As  far  from  future  hope,  as  prefent  mirth, 
Unto  his  cote  with  heavy  pace 

As  ever  forrow  trode, 
He  went,  with  mind  no  more  to  trace 

Where  mirthful  fwaines  abode, 
And  as  he  fpent  the  day 

The  night  he  paft  alone  ; 
Was  never  Shepheard  lov'd  more  deere, 
Nor  made  a  truer  mone. 

The  Shepheard's  Pipe, 
Eclogue  4,  by  W.  Browne, 


VOL,  II,  E  An 


ELEGIES  and  EPITAPHS. 


An  E  L  E  G  Y  on  the  late  Lord  WILLIAM 
HOWARD,  Baron  of  EFFINGHAM, 

dead  the  loth  of  December,  1615. 


T  Did  not  know  thee,  Lord,  nor  doe  I  ftrive 

•*-  To  winne  aecefle,  or  grace,  with  Lords  alive; 

The  dead  I  ferve,  from  whence  nor  faction  can 

Move  me,  nor  favour ;  nor  a  greater  man. 

To  whom  no  vice  commends  me,  nor  bribe  fent, 

From  whom  no  penance  warnes,  nor  portion  fpent, 

To  thefe  I  dedicate  as  much  of  me. 

As  I  can  fpare  from  my  owne  hulbandry : 

And  'till  ghofts  walke,  as  they  were  wont  to  doe, 

I  trade  for  fome,  and  doe  thefe  errants  too  -, 

But  firil  I  doe  enquire,  and  am  affur'd, 

What  tryals  in  their  journies  they  endur'd', 

What  certainties  of  honour  and  of  worth, 

Their  moft  uncertaine  life-tknes  have  brought  forth? 

And  who  fo  did  lead  hurt  of  this  fmall  {lore, 

He  is  my  patron,  dy'd  he  rich  or  poore. 

Firft  I  will  know  of  Fame  (after  his  peace, 

When  Flattery  and  Envy  both  doe  ceafe) 

Who  rul'd  his  actions,  Reafon,  or  my  Lord  ? 

Did  the  whole  man  relie  upon  a  word, 

A  badge  of  title,  or  above  all  chance, 

Seem'd  he  as  ancient  as  his  cognifance  ? 

W~hat  did  he  ?  acts  of  mercy,  and  refraine 

Qppreffion  in  himfelfe,  and  in-  his  traine  ? 

Wai 
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fas  his  eflentiall  table  full  as  free 
>s  boafts  and  invitations  ufe  to  be  ? 
Fhere  if  his  ruflet-friend  did  chance  to  dine, 
Whether  his  fatten  man  would  fill  him  wine  ? 
)id  he  thinke  perjury  a.s  lov'd  a  finne, 
Jimfelfe  forfworne,  as  if  his  flave  had  beene  ? 
)id  he  feeke  regular  pleafures  ?  was  he  knowne 
lift  hufband  of  one  wife,  and  me  his  owne  ? 
)id  he  give  freely  without  paufe  or  doubt, 
knd  read  petitions,  ere  they  were  worne  out  ? 
|  )r  fhould  his  welUdeferving  client  alke, 
l^ould  he  beftow  a  Tilting  or  a  Malke 
I  To  keepe  need  vertuous  ?  and  that  done  not  feare 
Vhat  Lady  damn'd  him  for  his  abfence  there  ? 
)id  he  attend  the  Court  for  no  man's  fall  ? 
Yore  he  the  ruine  of  no  Hofpitall  ? 
j\ndwhen  he  did  his  rich  apparell  don, 
I  Jut  he  no  widow,  nor  an  orphan  on  ? 
|  Did  he  love  fimple  vertue  for  the  thing  ? 
The  King  for  no  refpeft  but  for  the  King  ? 
Jut  above  all,  did  his  Religion  wait 
Jpon  God's  Throne,  or  on  the  Ghaire  of  State? 
3e  that  is  guiltie  of  no  Quaere  here, 
3ut-lafts  his  epitaph,  oulives  his  heire. 
3ut  there  is  none  fuch,  none  fo  little  bad, 
iVho  but  this  negative  goodnefle  ever  had  ? 
3f  fuch  a  Lord  we  may  expect  the  birth, 
He's  rather  in  the  wombe  than  on  the  earth. 
&nd  'twere  a  crime  in  fuch  a  publike  fate, 
For  one  to  live  well  and  degenerate  ; 
knd  therefore  I  am  angry,  when  a  name 
Comes  to  upbraid  the  world  like  Effingham* 
Nor  was  it  mode  ft  in  thee  to  depart 
To  thy  eternall  home,  where  now  thou  art, 
Ere  thy  reproach  was  ready ;  or  to  dye, 
Ere  cuftome  had  prepar'd  thy  calumny. 
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Eight  dayes  have  paft  lince  thou  haft  paid  thy  debt 

To  finne,  and  not  a  libell  ilirring  yet, 

Courtiers  that  fcoffe  by  Patent,  filent  fit, 

And  have  no  ufe  of  flan,der  or  of  wit ; 

But  (which  is  monftrous)  though  againil  the  tide, 

The  watermen  have  neither  rayld  nor  lide.  ,   • 

Of  good  and  bad  there's  no  diftinclion  known, 

For  in  thy  praife  the  good  and  bad  are  one. 

It  feemes  we  all  are  covetous  of  Fame, 

And  hearing  what  a  pnrchafe  of  good  name 

Thou  lately  mad'ft,  are  carefull  to  encreaie 

Our  title  by  the  holding  of  ibrne  leafe 

From  thee  our  Land- Lord,  and  for  that  th*  whole  erne 

Speake  now  like  tenants  ready  to  renew  ; 

It  were  too  fad  to  tell  thy  pedegree, 

Death  hath  diforder'd  all,  mifplacing  thee, 

Whilft.  now  thy  Herauld  in  his  line  of  heires 

Blots  out  thy  name,  and  fills  the  fpace  with  teares. 

And  thus  hath  conqu'ring  death,  or  nature  rather, 

Made  thee,  prepoilrous,  ancient  to  thy  father, 

Who  grieves  th'  art  16,  and  like  a  glorious  light 

Shines  ore  thy  HeaTfe  ;  he  therefore  that  would  write 

And  blaze  thee  thoroughly,  may  at  once  fay  all 

Here  lies  the  Anchor  of  our  Admirall. 

Let  others  write  for  glory  or  reward, 

Tiuth  is  well  paid,  when  Hie  is  fung  and  heard, 

Corbet's  Poems, ' 
p.  22,  1647.  Ed.  Lone! 
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ELEGY    ON    DR.    A  I  L  M  E  R. 


O,  no,  he  is  not  dead ;  the  mouth  of  Fame, 
Honor's  fhrill  Herald,  would  preferve  his  name, 
And  make  it  live  in  fpite  of  death  and  duft, 
Were  there  no  other  heaven,  no  other  trull. 
He  is  not  dead  :  the  facred  Nine  deny, 
The  foule  that  merits  fame,  fhould  ever  dye ; 
He  lives  ;  and  when  the  lateft  breath  of  fame 
Shall  want  her  trumpe  to  glorify  a  name, 
He  mail  furvive,  and  thefe  felfe-clofed  eyes, 
That  now  lie  flumbring  in  the  duft  fliall  rife, 
And  fill'd  with  endlefle  glory,  lhall  enjoy 
The  perfect  vifion  of  eternall  joy. 

13  El.  by  F.  Quarles. 
Subjoined  to  Sion's  Elegies, 
1630.— Ed, 
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On  the  Death  of  a  SCOTCH  NOBLEMA* 


Tj^AME,  regifter  of  Time, 

•*•    Write  in  thy  fcrowle,  that  1 

Of  Wifdome  lover,  and  fweet  Poefie, 

Was  cropped  in  my  prime  : 

And  ripe  in  worth,  though  greene  in  yeares  did  dye. 

Drumrnond,  p.  203, 
Small  8vo.  Ed. 


M  O  R  S    T  U  A. 


ETH1NKES,  I  fee  the  nimble  aged  Sire 
Pafle  fwiftly  by,  with  feet  unapt  to  tire ; 
Upon  his  head  an  Hower-glafie  he  weares, 
And  in  his  wrinkled  hand  a  fythe  he  beares, 
(Both  inflruments,  to  take  the  lives  from  men) 
Th*  one  fliewes  with  what,  the  other  fheweth  when. 
.Methinkes,  1  heare  the  doleful  1  paffing-bell, 
Setting  an  onfet  on  his  louder  knell  ; 
(This  moody  mufick  of  impartiall  death 
Who  dances  after  dances  out'of  breath). 
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Methinkes  I  fee  my  deareft  friends  lament, 
With  fighes  and  teares,  and  wofull  dryriment, 
My  tender  wife  and  children  ftanding  by. 
Dewing  the  Death-bed,  whereupon  I  lye  : 
Methinkes,  I  hear  a  voice  (in  fecret)  fay, 

laffe  is  runnet  and  tbou  ?mtft  dye  to-day" 

Pentelogia,  by  F.  Quarles. 
Lond.  1630. 


Upon  the  Death  of  CHARLES   the  Firft. 
Written  with  the  Point  of  his  Sword. 


good,  andjuil!  could  I  but  rate 
My  grief  to  thy  too  rigid  fate, 
I'd  weep  the  world  to  fuch  a  iirain, 
As  it  mould  deluge  once  again. 
But  fmce  thy  loud-tongu'd  blood  demands  fupplies, 
More  from  Briareus  hands,  than  Argus  eyes, 
ire  fing  thee  obfequies  with  trumpet  founds 
And  write  thy  Epitaph  in  blood  and  wounds. 

MONTROSE. 

Printed  amongft  Poems  by  J.  Cleaveland, 
1665,  Lond.  Ed.  See  Jikewife,  A 
Choice  Collection  of  Comic  and  Se 
rious  Scots  Poems.  Edinburgh 
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AN        ELEGY 

Upon  the  Honourable  HENRY  CAMBELL, 
Sonne  to  the  Earle  of  A  R, 


IT's  falfe  Arithmaticke  to  fay  thy  breath 
Expir'd  to  foone,  or  irreligious  death 
Prophan'd  thy  holy  youth  ;  for  if  thy  yeares 
Be  number'd  by  thy  vertues  or  our  teares, 
Thou  didft  the  old  Methufalem  outlive. 
Though  Time,  but  twenty  yeares  account  can  give 
Of  thy  abode  on  earth,  yet  every  houre 
Of  rhy  brave  youth  by  vertue's  wondrous  powre 
Was  (en^then'd  to  a  yeare,  each  well-fpent  day 
Keet  es  young  the  body,  but  the  foule  makes  gray. 
Such  nmacies  woikes  goodnefle  j  and  behind 
Thou  'aft  left  to  us  fuch  {lories  of  thy  minde 
Fit  for  example  ;  that  when  them  we  read, 
We  envy  Earth  the  treafure  of  the  dead. 
Why  doe  the  fintull  riot  and  furvive 
The  feavers  of  their  iurfets  ?  why  alive 
Is  yet  uiforder'd  Grcatnefle,  and  all  they 
Who  the  ioofe  iawes  of  their  wilde  blood  obey  ? 
Why  lives  the  ganufter,  who  doth  blacke  the  night 
With  cheats  and  imprecations  ?  Why  is  light 

Looki 
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Looked  on  by  thofe  whofe  breath  may  poifon  it ; 
Who  fold  the  vigor  of  their  ftrength  and  wit 
To  buy  difeafes ;  and  thou,  who  faire  truth 
And  vertue  didft  adore,  loft  in  thy  youth  ? 

But  lie  not  queftion  fate :  Heaven  doth  coHveigh. 
Thpfe  iirft  from  the  darke  prifon  of  their  clay 
Who  are  mod  fit  for  Heaven.     Thou  in  vvarre 
Hadft  tane  degrees,  thofe  dangers  felt,  which  arc 
The  props  on  which  peace  fafely  doft  fubfift, 
And  through  the  cannons  blew  and  horrid  mift 
Hadft  brought  her  light ;  and  now  wert  fo  compleat 
That  naught  but  death  did  want  to  make  thee  great. 

Thy  death  was  timely  then  bright  foule  to  thee, 
And  in  thy  fate  thou  fuffer'dft  not ;  'twas  we 
Who  dyed  rob'd  of  thy  life  :  in  whofe  increaffc 
Of  reall  glory  both  in  warre  and  peace, 
We  all  did  mare  :  and  thou  away  we  fearc 
Didft  with  thee,  the  whole  ftocke  of  honour  beare. 
Each  then  be  his  own  mourner  :  we'll  to  thee 
.Write  hymnesj  upon  the  world  an  elegie. 

Caftara,  1640.  Edit, 
by  W.  Habington, 
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THE    EXE  Q^U  Y. 


ACCEPT  thou  Shrine  of  My  dead  Saint 
"^^  Infteed  of  dirges  this  complaint ; 
And  for  fweet  flowres  to  crown  thy  hearfe, 
Receive  a  ilrew  of  weeping  verfe 
From  thy  griey'd  friend,  whom  thou  might'fl  fee 
Quite  melted  into  tears  for  thee. 

Dear  lofs !  fmce  thy  untimely  fate 
My  talk  hath  been  to  meditate 
On  thee,  on  thee  :  thou  art  the  book, 
The  library  whereon  I  look 
Though  almoft  blind,  for  thee  (lov'd  clay) 
J  languifh  out  not  live  the  day, 
Ufmg  no  other  exercife 
But  what  I  praclife  with  mine  eyes : 
By  which  wet  glafles  I  find  out 
How  lazily  Time  creeps  about 
To  one  that  mourns :  this,  onely  this 
My  exercife  and  bus'nefs  is  : 
So  I  compute  the  weary  houres 
With  fighs  diflblved  into  fhow'res. 
Nor  wonder  if  my  time  go  thus 
Backward  and  moil  prepofterous ; 
Thou  haft  benighted  me,  thy  fet, 
This  Eve  of  blacknefs  did  beget, 
"Who  waft  my  day,  (though  overcaft 
Before  thou  hadft  thy  noontide  paft) 
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And  I  remember  muft  in  tears, 
Thou  icarce  hadft  feen  fo  many  years 
As  day  tells  houres  by  thy  clear  Sun 
My  love  and  fortune  firft  did  run ; 
But  thou  wilt  never  more  appear 
Folded  within  my  hemifphear, 
Since  both  thy  light  and  motion 
Like  a  fled  ftar  is  fall'n  and  gon, 
'And  twixt  me  and  my  foules  dearwifh 
The  earth  .now  interpoled  is, 
Which  fuch  a  ftrange  eclipfe  doth  make 
As  ne're  was  read  in  Almanake. 

I  could  allow  thee  for  a  time 
To  darken  me  and  my  fad  clime 
Were  it  a  month,  a  year,  or  ten, 
I  would  thy  exile  live  till  then  ; 
And  all  that  fpace  my  mirth  adjourn, 
So  thou  would'ft  promife  to  return  5 
And  putting  off  thy  afliy  fhrowd 
At  length  difperfe  this  forrow's  cloud. 

But  woe  is  me !  the  longeft  date 
Too  narrow  is  to  calculate 
Thefe  empty  hopes  :  never  fliall  I 
Be  fo  much  bleft  as  to  defcry 
A  glimpfe  of  thee,  till  that  day  come 
Which  mail  the  earth  to  cinders  doome, 
/And  a  fierce  feaver  muft  calcine 
The  body  of  this  world  like  thine, 
(My  little  world !)  that  fit  of  fire 
Once  off,  our  bodies  mall  afpire 
To  our  foules  blifs  :  then  we  fhall  rife, 
And  view  ourfelves  with  cleerer  eyes 
In  that  calm  region,  where  no  night 
Can  hide  us  from  each  others  fight. 

Mem     m  -,  t'.iou  haft  herEirth  ;   much  good 
May  my  harm  do  thee,  fmce  it  flood 

With 
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With  Heaven's  will  I  might  not  call 
Her  longer  mine,  I  give  thee  all 
My  (hort-liv'd  right  and  intereil 
la  her,  whom  living  I  lov'd  bed : 
With  a  moft  free  and  bounteous  grief, 
I  give  thee  what  I  could  not  keep. 
Be  kind  to  her,  and  prethee  look 
Thou  write  into  thy  doomf-day  book 
Each  parcel  of  this  Rarity 
Which  in  thy  cafket  mrin'd  doth  ly  : 
See  that  thou  make  thy  reckoning  {freight, 
And  yield  her  back  again  by  weight ; 
For  thou  nUift  audit  on  thy  truft 
Each  graine  and  atome  of  this  duft, 
As  thou  wilt  anfwer  Him  that  lent, 
Not  gave  chee  my  dear  monument. 
So  clofe  the  ground,  and  'bout  her  (hade 
Black  curtains  draw,  my  Bride  is  laid. 
Sleep  on,  my  Love,  in  thy  cold  bed 
Never  to  be  difquieted  ! 
My  laft  good  night  1  thou  wilt  not  wake 
Till  I  thy  fate  fhall  overtake  : 
Till  age,  or  grief,  or  ficknefs  muft 
Marry  my  body  to  that  cluft 
It  fo  much  loves  ;  and  iill  the  room 
My  heart  keeps  empty  in  thy  tomb. 
Stay  for  me  there  ;  I  will  not  faile 
To  meet  thee  in  that  hollow  vale. 
And  think  not  much  of  my  delay  : 
I  am  already  on  the  way, 
And  follow  thee  with  all  the  fpeed 
Defire  can  make,  or  forrows  breed. 
Each  minute  is  a  fhort  degree, 
And  ev'ry  houre  a  ftep  towards  thee. 
At  night  when  I  betake  to  reft, 
Next  morn  I  rife  neerer  my  weft 
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Of  life,  almoft  by  eight  honres  faile, 
Then  when  deep  breath'd  his  drovvile  gale. 

Thus  from  the  Sun  my  bottom  ftears 
And  my  dayes  compafs  downward  bears : 
Norlabour  I  to  ftemme  the  tide  , 
Through  which  to  thee  I  fwiftly  glide. 

'Tis  true,  with  fhame  and  grief  I  yield, 
JThou  like  the  vann  firft  took'ft  the  field, 
And  gotten  hafl  the  victory 
Jn  thus  adventuring  to  dy 
Before  me,  whofe  more  years  might  crave 
A  juft  precedence  in  the  grave. 
But  heark!  my  pulfe  like  a  foft  drum 
Beats  my  approach,  tells  Thee  I  come; 
And  flow  howere  my  marches  be, 
I  (hall  at  laft  fit  down  by  Thee. 

The  thought  of  this  bids  me  go  on, 
And  wait  my  diflblution 
With  hope  and  comfort,  Dear  (forgive 
The  crime)  I  am  content  to  live 
Divided,  wiih  but  half  a  heart, 
Till  we  fliall  meet  and  never  part. 

Dr.  King's  Poems;  p.  $?* 
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Of  my  deare  Sonne,  GERVASE  BEAUMONT. 


/^i  A  N  I,  who  have  for  others  oft  compiled 

^  The  fongs  of  Death,  forget  my  fweeteft  child, 

Which  like  a  flow'r  crufht,  with  a  blaft  is  dead, 

And  ere  full  time  hangs  downe  his  fmiling  head, 

Expecting  with  cleare  hope  to  live  anew, 

Among  the  Angels  fed  with  heavfnly  dew? 

We  have  this  figne  of  joy,  that  many  dayes, 

While  on  the  earth  his  ftruggling  fpirit  ftayes, 

The  name  of  Jefus  in  his  mouth  contains 

His  onely  food,  his  fleepe,  his  eafe  from  paines. 

O  may  that  found  be  rooted  in  my  mind 

Of  which  in  him  fuch  ftrong  effect  I  find. 

Deare  Lord,  receive  my  Sonne,  whofe  winning  love 

To  me  was  like  a  friendfhip,  farre  above 

The  courfe  of  nature,  or  his  tender  age, 

Whofe  lookes  could  all  my  bitter  griefes  afiwage; 

Let  his  pure  foule  ordain'd  fev'n  yeeres  to  be 

In  that  fraile  body,  which  was  part  of  me, 

Remaine  my  pledge  in  Heav'n,  as  fent  to  fhew, 

How  to  this  port  at  ev'ry  Hep  I  goe. 

Bofworth  Field,  with  other 
Poems,  by  Sir  John  Beaumont. 
Lond.  1629.  Ed. 
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Funerals  of  the  Honourable,  my  bed  friend 
and  Kinfman,  GEORGE  TALBOT  E% 


GO  E  ftop  the  fwift-wing'd  moments  in  their  flight 
To  their  yet  unknowne  coaft,  goe  hinder  night 
From  its  approach  on  day,  and  force  day  rife 
From  the  faire  Eaft  of  fome  bright  beauties  eyes  ; 
Elfe  vaunt  not  the  proud  miracle  of  verfe. 
It  hath  no  powre,  for  mine  from  his  blacke  herfe 
Jledeemes  not  Talbot,  who  could  as  the  breath 
Of  Winter,  coffined  lyes ;  filent  as  Death, 
Stealing  on  th*  Anch'rit,  who  even  wants  an  eare 
To  breath  into  his  foft  expiring  prayer. 
For  had  thy  life  beene  by  thy  virtues  fpun 
Out  to  a  length,  thou  hadft  out-hVd  the  Sunne 
And  clof  'd  the  world's  great  eye :  or  were  not  all 
Our  wonders  fiction,  from  thy  funeral! 
Thou  hadft  received  new  life,  and  liv'd  to  bo 
The  conqueror  o'er  Death,  infpir'd  by  me. 
But  all  we  poets  glory  in  is  vaine 
And  empty  triumph :  Art  cannot  regaine 
One  poore  houre  loft,  nor  relkew  a  fmall  flye 
By  a  fooje's  finger  deflinate  to  dye. 
Live  then  in  thy  true  life  (great  foule)  for  fet 
At  liberty  by  Death  thou  owefl  no  debt 
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T*  exa&ing  Nature  :  live,  freed  from  the  fport 

Of  time  and  fortune  in  yond'  ftarry  court 

A  glorious  potentate,  while  we  below 

But  famion  vvayes  to  mitigate  out4  woe. 

We  follow  campes,  and  to  our  hopes  propofe 

Th'  infulting  viclor  ;  not  remembring  thofe 

Difmemberd  trunkes  who  gave  him  victory 

By  a  loath'd  fate:  we  covetous  merchants  be 

And  to  our  aymes  pretend  treafure  and  fway, 

Forgetful!  of  the  trealbns  of  the  iea, 

The  lliootings  of  a  wounded  confcience 

We  patiently  iultaine  to  ierve  our  fence 

With  a  fhort  plealurc  -,  io  we  empire  gaine 

And  rule  the  fate  of  buifncfTe,  the  fad  paine 

Of  adion  we  contemne,  and  the  affright 

Which  with  pale  vifions  .{till  attends  our  night. 

Our  joyes  falie  apparitions,  but  our  feares 

Are  certain  prophecies,  and  till  our  eares 

Reach  that  celeiliall  mulique,  which  thine  now 

So  cheerefnlly  receive,  we  mull  allow 

No  comfort  to  cur  griefes :   from  which  to  be 

Exempted,  is  in  death  to  follow  thee. 

Caftara.  164.0.  Lend,  Ed 
by  W.  Habington. 
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On  two  Children  dying  of  one  difeafe,  and  buried 


n  one  grave. 


T>ROUGHT  forth  in  forrow,  and  bred  up  in  care, 

•*^  Two  tender  Children  here  entombed  are  : 

One  place,  .one  Sire,  one  Womb  their  being  gave, 

They  had  one  mortal  Sicknefs,  and  one  grave, 

And  though  they  cannot  number  many  years 

In  their  account,  yet  with  their  Parents  tears 

This  comfort  mingles ;  though  their  dayes  were  few 

They  fcarcely  iinne,  but  never  forrow  knew  : 

So  that  they  well  might  boaft,  they  carry'd  hence 

What  riper  ages  lofe,  their  innocence, 

You  pretty  lofles,  that  revive  the  fate 
Which  in  your  Mother  Death  did  antedate, 
O  let  my  high-fwoln  grief  diftill  on  you 
The  faddeft  drops  of  a  Parentall  dew  : 
You  alk  no  other  dower  then  what  my  eyes 
Lay  out  on  your  untimely  exequies : 
When  once  I  have  difcharg'd  that  mournfull  Ikore, 
Heav'n  hath  decreed  you  ne're  fhall  coft  me  more, 
Since  you  releafe  and  quit  my  borrowed  truft, 
By  taking  this  inheritance  of  duft. 

Dr.  King's  Poems,  p.  60, 
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To  the  Memory  of  BEN  JONSON,  Laureat. 


of  Poets,  though  thine  own  great  day 
*•     Struck  from  thyfelf,  fcorns  that  a  weaker  ray 
Should  twine  in  luflre  with  it,  yet  my  flame 
Kindled  from  thine,  flies  upward  towards  thy  name : 
For  in  the  acclamation  of  the  lefs 
There's  piety,  though  from  it  no  accefs : 
And  though  my  ruder  thoughts  make  me  of  thofe 
Who  hide  and  cover  what  they  fhould  difclofe, 
Yet  where  the  luftre's  fuch,  he  makes  it  feen 
Better  to  fome  that  draws  the  veil  between. 

And  what  can  more  be  hop'd,  fince  that  divine 
Free  filling  fpirit  takes  its  flight  with  thine  ? 
Men  may  have  fury,  but  no  raptures  now, 
Like  Witches  charm,  yet  not  know  whence,  nor  how, 
And  through  diflemper  grown  not  ilrong,  but  fierce, 
Inflead  of  writing,  only  rave  in  verfe ; 
Which  when  by  thy  laws  judg'd,  'twill  be  confefl 
'Twas  not  to  be  infpir'd,  but  bepofleft. 

Where  ftiall  we  find  a  Mufe  like  thine,  that  can 
So  well  prefent,  and  fliew  man  unto  man, 
That  each  one  finds  his  twin,  and  thinks  thy  art 
Extends  not  to  the  geftures,  but  the  heart? 
Where  one  fo  mewing  life  to  life,  that  we 
Think  thou  taught'fl  cuftome,  and  not  cuftomethee ; 


Manners 
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Manners  were  themes,  and  to  thy  fcenes  flill  flow 

In  the  fame  ftream,  and  are  their  comments  now  ; 

Thefe  times  thus  living  o'er  thy  models,  we 

Think  them  not  fo  much  Wit,  as  Prophecie; 

And  though  we  know  the  character,  nay  and  fwear 

A  Sybil's  linger  hath  been  bufie  there. 

Things  common  thou  fpeak'fl  proper,  which  though  known 

For  publike,  flamp'd  by  Thee,  grow  thence  thine  Own; 

Thy  thought's  fo  ordered,  fo  exprefs'd,  that  we 

Conclude  that  thou  didft  not  difcourfe,  but  fee  : 

Language  fo  mafter'd  that  thy  numerous  feet 

Laden  with  genuine  words  do  alwaies  meet 

Each  in  his  art,  nothing  unfit  doth  fall, 

Shewing  the  Poet,  like  the  wife  men,  all 

Thirjeequall  Ikill  thus  wrefting  nothing,  made 

Thy  pen  feem  not  fo  much  to  write,  as  trade. 

That  life,  that  Venus  of  all  things,  which  we 
Conceive  or  fliew,  proportion'd  Decency, 
Is  not  found  fcatter'd  in  thee  here  or  there, 
But  like  the  foul  is  wholly  every  where ; 
No  flrange  perplexed  maze  doth  pafs  for  plot, 
Thou  alwaies  doft  unty,  not  cut  the  knot : 
Thy  labyrinth's  doors  are  open'd  by  one  thread,' 
Which  tyes  and  runs  through  all  that's  done  or  faid  ; 
No  Power  comes  down  with  learned  hat  or  rod, 
Wit  onely  and  Contrivance  is  thy  God. 

'Tis  eafie  to  gild  gold,  there's  fmall  Ikill  fpent 
Where  ev'n  the  firft  rude  mafs  is  ornament ; 
Thy  Mufe  took  harder  metals,  purg'd  and  boyl'd, 
Laboured  and  try'd,  heated  and  beat,  and  toyl'd, 
Sifted  the  drofs,fyl'd  roughnefs,  then  gavedrefs, 
Vexing  rude  fubjects  into  comelinefs ; 
Be  it  thy  glory  then  that  we  may  fay, 
Thou  runeft  where  the  foot  was  hind'red  by  the  way. 

Nor  doft  thou  powre  out,  but  difpence  thy  vein, 
Skill'd  when  to  ipare,  and  when  to  entertain  j 

F  *  Not 
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Not  like  our  Wits,  who  into  one  piece  do 
Throw  all  that  they  can  fay  and  their  friends  too  : 
Pumping  themfeives  for  one  Terms  noife  16  dry 
A*  if  they  made  their  wills  in  poetry. 
And  fuch  fpruce  competitions  prefs  the  Stage 
When  men  tranfcribe  themfelves  and  not  the  Age ; 
Both  forts  of  Plays  are  thus  like  pi&ures  fliown, 
Thine  of  the  common  life,  theirs  of  their  own. 

Thy  models  yet  are  not  fo  fram'd  as  we 
May  call  them  libels,  and  not  imag'ry ; 
No  name  on  any  bafis  j  'tis  thy  fkili 
To  ftrike  the  vice,  but  fpare  the  perfon  ftill : 
As  He  who  when  he  faw  the  ferpent  wreath'd 
About  his  ileeping  Son,  and  as  he  breath'd, 
Drink  in  his  foul,  did  fo  the  ftioot  contrive, 
To  kill  the  beaft,  but  keep  the  child  alive; 
So  doft  thou  aime  thy  darts,  which  even  when 
They  kill  the  poifons,  do  but  wake  the  men. 
Thy  thunders  thus  but  purge,  and  we  endure 
Thy  lancings  better  than  an  other's  cure ; 
Andjuftly  too,  for  th*  Age  grows  moreunfound 
From  the  fool's  balfam,  than  the  wife  man's  wound. 
*  No  rotten  talk  breaks  for  a  laugh  ;  no  Page 
Commenced  man  by  th'  inftruclions  of  thy  Stage; 
No  barganing  line  there ;  no  provoc'tive  verfe; 
Nothing  but  what  Lucretia  might  rehearfe ; 
No  need  to  make  good  countenance  ill,  and  ufe 
The  plea  of  find  life  for  a  loofer  Mufe ; 
No  woman  rul'd  thy  quill :  we  can  defcry 
No  verfe  born  under  any  Cynthia's  eye ; 
Thy  itar  was  Judgement  only  and  right  Senfc, 
Thy  felf  being  to  thyfelf  an  influence : 
Stout  Beauty  is  thy  Grace  ;  ftern  pleafures  do 
Prefent  delights,  but  mingle  horrpurs  too : 
Thy  Mufe  doth  thus  like  Jove's  fierce  Girl  appear, 
With  a  fair  hand,  but  grafping  of  a  fj>eaiy 
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Where  are  they  now  that  cry  thy  lamp  did  drink 
More  Oyl  than  th'  Author  wine  while  he  did  think  ? 
We  do  embrace  their  flander ;  thou  haft  writ 
Not  for  difpatch,  but  fame  ;  no  market  wit ; 
'Twas  not  thy  care  that  it  might  pafs  and  fel, 
But  that  it  might  endure,  and  be  done  well  ; 
Nor  wouid'ft  thou  venture  it  unto  the  ear, 
Untill  the  file  would  not  make  fmooth,  but  wear : 
Thy  Verfe  came  feafon'd  hence,  and  would  not  give; 
Born  not  to  feed  the  Author,  but  to  live  : 
Whence  'rnong  the  choicer  Judges  rofe  a  ftrife, 
To  make  thee  read  a  Ciaffick  in  thy  life, 
Thofe  that  do  hence  applaufe,  and  fuffrage  beg, 
Cauie  they  can  Poems  form  upon  one  leg, 
Write  not  to  Time,  but  to  the  Poet's  day ; 
There's  difference  between  Fame  and  fudden  pay  : 
Thefe  men  (ing  Kingdoms  fals  as  if  that  Fate 
Us'd  the  fame  force  to  a  Village  and  a  State ; 
Thefe  ferve  Thyeftes'  bloody  Supper  in, 
As  if  it  only  had  a  fallad  been  ; 
Their  Catilines  are  but  fencers,  whofe  fights  rife 
Not  to  the  fame  of  Battell  but  of  Prize. 
$ut  thou  flill  putft  true  paffions  on  ;  doft  write 
With  the  fame  courage  that  tri'd  captains  fight; 
Giv'ft  the  right  blufh  and  colour  unto  things ; 
Low  without  creeping,  high  without  lofs  of  wings; 
Smooth,  yet  not  weak,  and  by  a -thorough  care, 
Big  without  fwelling,  without  painting,  fair ; 
They,  wretches,  while  they  cannot  fland  to  fit, 
Wits  are  not,  but  materials  of  wit. 
What  though  thy  fearching  Mufe  did  rake  the  duft 
Of  Time,  and  purge  old  metals  of  their  rail  ? 
Is  it  no  labour,  no  art,  think  they,  to 
Snatch  fhipwracks  from  the  deep  as  divers  do  ? 
And  refcue  jewels  from  the  covetous  fand, 
Making  the  Sea's  hid  wealth  adorn  the  Laiid  ? 

F.3  What 
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What  though  thy  culling  Mufe  did  rob  the  ftore 

Of  Greek  and  Latine  Gardens,  to  bring  o'er 

Plants  to  thy  native  foyl  ?  their  virtues  were 

Improved  far  more,  by  being  planted  here  : 

If  thy  ftill  to  their  efience  doth  retine 

So  many  drugs,  is  not  the  water  thine  ? 

Thefts  thus  become  Juft  Works ;  they  and  their  grace 

Are  wholly  thine ;  thus  doth  the  ftamp  and  face 

Make  that  the  King's  that's  ravifh'd  from  the  mine  ; 

In  others  then  'tis  oare,  in  thee  'tis  coin. 

Bleil  life  of  Authors  unto  whom  we  owe 
Thofe  that  we  have,  and  thole  that  we  want  too ; 
Thou  art  all  fo  good  that  reading  makes  thee  worfe, 
And  to  have  writ  fo  well's  thine  onely  curie  ; 
Secure  then  of  thy  merit,  thou  did  ft  hate 
That  fervilebafe  dependance  upon  Fate  ; 
Succefs  thou  ne'er  thought'!!  Vertue,  nor  that  fit 
Which  Chance,  or  th'  Ages  Fafhion  did  make  hit ; 
Excluding  thofefrom  life  in  after-time, 
Who  into  Po'try  fir  ft  brought  luck  and  rime; 
Who  thought  the  Peoples  breath  good  air,  iiil'd  name 
What  was  but  noife,  and  getting  briefs  for  fame 
Gather'd  the  many's  fuffrages,  and  thence 
Made  commendations  a  benevolence: 
Thy  thoughts  were  thy  own  lavvrell,  and  did  win 
That  belt  applaufe  of  being  crown'd  within. 
And  though  th'  exacting  Age,  when  deeper  years 
Had  interwoven  fiiow  among  thy  heirs, 
Would  not  permit  thou  fhouldft  grow  old,  'caufe  they 
Ne'er  by  their  writing  knew  thee  young ;  we  may 
Say  juftly,  they're  ungrateful!,  when  they  more 
Condemn'd  thee,  'caufe  thou  wert  fo  good  before  ;      ' 
Thine  art  was  thine  acts  blur,  and  they'l  confefs 
Thy  ftrong  perfumes  made  them  not  fmell  thee  lefs  : 
But,  though  to  err  with  thee  be  no  fmall  ikill, 
we  adore  the  laft  draughts  of  thy  quill  i 
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Though  thofe  thy  thoughts,  which  the  now  queafie  Age 

Doth  count  but  clods,  and  refufe  of  the  Stage, 

Will  come  up  porcelane  wit  fome  hundreds  hence, 

When  there  will  be  more  manners  and  more  fence; 

Twas  judgement  yet  to  yeeld,  and  we  afford 

Thy  lilence  as  much  fame  as  once  thy  word  : 

Who  like  an  aged  oaX,  the  leaves  being  gone, 

Waft  food  before,  and  now  religion ; 

Thought  ftill  more  rich,  though  not  forichty  ftor'd, 

View'd  and  enjoy 'd  before,  but  now  ador'd. 

Great  foul  of  numbers,  whom  we  want  and  boaft. 
Like  curing  gold,  moil  valu'd  now  thou  *rt  loft; 
When  we  fhall  feed  on  refufe  offals,  when 
We  (hall  from  corn  tcfakorns  turn  agen; 
Then  fhall  we  fee  that  thefe  two  names  are  one 
Jonfon  and  Poettyy  which  now  are  gone. 

Corned.  Trag.  Com.  with  other 
Poems  by  W.  Cartwright. 
Lond.  1 65 1,  Ed. 
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Upon  the  Earle  of  Coventryes  departure  from 
us  to  the  Angels. 


C  V7EE T Babe,  whofe  birth  infpir'd  me  with  a  fong, 

^  And  call'd  my  Mufe  to  trace  thy  dayes  aiong  ; 

Attending  riper  yeeres,  with  hope  to  finde 

Such  brave  endeavours  of  thy  noble  minde, 

As  might  deferve  triumphant  lines,  and  make 

My  fore-head  bold  a  lawrell  crowne  to  take  : 

How  haft  thou  left  us,  and  this  earthly  Stage, 

(Not  acting  many  months)  in  tender  age? 

Thou  cam  ft  into  this  world  a  little  Spie, 

Where  all  things  that  could  pleafe  the  eare  and  eye, 

Were  let  before  thee,  but  thou  found  ft  them  toyes, 

And  flew'ft  with  fcornefull  fmiles  t*  eternall  joyes : 

No  vilage  of  Grim  Death  is  fent  t'  affright 

Thy  fpotlefle  foule,  nor  darknefle  blinds  thy  fight  ; 

But  lightfome  Angeis  with  their  golden  wings 

Ore-fpread  thy  cradle,  an$  each  ipirit  brings 

Some  precious  balme,  for  heav'nly  phyncke  meet, 

To  make  the  feparation  foft  and  fweet. 

The  fparke  infus'd  by  Cod  departs  away, 

And  bids  the  earthly  weake  companion  flay 

With  patience  in  that  nurs'ry  of  the  ground, 

Where  firft  the  feeds  of  Adam's  limbes  were  found : 


For 
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For  time  lhall  come  when  thefe  divided  friends 
Shall  joyne  againe,  and  know  no  feverall  ends, 
But  change  this  Ihort  and  momentary  kifle 
To  ilrid  embraces  of  celeftiall  b'liffe.' 

JBofworth  field  and  other  Pocnai 
by  Sir  j.  Beaumont — Ed.  1629. 


Lady  Katherinc  Pafton,  who  died  March  10, 
1628. 


Man  be  filent  and  not  praifes  find, 
For  her  who  lived  the  praiie  of  woman -kind, 
Whofe  outward  frame  was  lent  the  world  to  gefs, 
What  Ihapes  our  fouls  fhall  wear  in  happinefs, 
Whofe  virtue  did  all  ill  fo  overfwaye, 
That  her  whole  life  was  a  communion  daye. 

From  the  Church 
.Norfolk. 


On 
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On  Eleanor  Freeman,  who  died  A.  D. 
aged  21. 


A     Virgin  bfofbm  In  her  May, 
•"•  Of  youth  and  virtues  turn'd  to  clay; 
Rich  earth  accotnplifii'd  with  thofe  graces 
That  adorn  Saints  in  heavenly  places. 
'Let  BO!  Death  boa&  his  conquering  power 
)  that  fill  a  Flower. 

From  the  Church  of  Tewkftmry, 

Gloucefterfliire. 


E  A  R  to  this  Eglantine 

Enclofed  lies  the  milke-whke  Armeline  ; 
Osce  Chloris  onlie  joye, 
Now  only  her  annoy ; 

Wlio  envied  was  of  the  inoft  happy  fwaines, 
That  fceepe  their  fiockes  on  Mountaines,  Dales,  or  Plaines  : 
For  oft  ihe  bore  the  wanton  in  her  arme, 
And  oft  her  bed  and  bofom  did  him  warme ; 
Now  when  unkindly  fates  did  him  deftroy, 
Blefl  dog  he  had  the  grace, 
With  tears  for  him  that  Chloris  wet  her  face. 

Drummond,  p.  203.  Ed.  8vo* 
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To  the  Queen,  entertained  at  Night  by  the 
Countefs  of  Anglefey* 


"C^  A I  R  E  as  unfhaded  light ;  or  as  the  day 

In  its  firft  birth,  when  all  the  year  was  May  5 
Sweet,  as  the  Altars  fmoak,  or  as  the  new 
Unfolded  bud,  fwel'd  by  the  early  dew  ,- 
Smooth,  as  the  face  of  waters  firll  appeared, 
Ere  tides  began  to  ilrive,  or  winds  were  heard: 
Kind  as  the  willing  Saints,  and  calmer  farre, 
Than  in  their  fleeps  forgiven  hermits  are ; 
You  that  are  more,  then  our  difcreter  feare 
Dares  praife,  with  1'uch  full  art,  what  make  you  here? 
Here,  where  the  Summer  is  fo  little  feen, 
That  leaves,  (her  cheapeft  wealth)  fcarce  reach  at  green. 
You  come,  as  if  the  filver  Planet  were 
Milled  a  while  from  her  much-injur'd  Sphere, 
And  t'  cafe  the,travailes  of  her  beames  to-night, 
Jn  this  fmall  Lanthorn  would  contract  her  light. 

The  Works  of  Sir  W.  Davenant, 
Loud.  1673.  FoL  p.  218. 

LOVE. 


I 
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O       V       E. 


T  OVE's  fooner  felt,  then  feen  ;  his  fubftance  thinne 

••"*  Betwixt  thofe  fnowy  mounts  in  ambufh  lies : 

Oft  in  the  eyes  he  fpreads  his  fubtil  ginne; 

He  therefore  foonefl  winnes  that  fafteft  flies. 

Fly  thence,  my  dear,  fly  fafl,  my  Thomalin  : 

Who  him  encounters  once,  for  ever  dies : 
But  if  he  lurke  between  the  ruddy  lips, 
Unhappie  foul,  that  thence  his  nectar  fips, 

While  down  into  his  heart  the  fugred  poifon  flips  I 

Oft  in  a  voice  he  creeps  down  through  the  eare  : 
Oft  from  a  blufhing  cheek  he  lights  his  fire  : 
Oft  ftuouds  his  golden  flame  in  likefl  hair : 
Oft  in  a  foft-fmaoth  Ikin  doth  clofe  retire  : 
Oft  in  a  fmile  :  oft  in  a  filent  teare  : 
And  if  all  fail,  yet  Virtue's  felf  he»ll  hire  : 

Himfelf's  a  dart,  when  nothing  els  can  move. 

Who  then  the  captive  foul  can  well  reprove, 
When  Love,  and  Vertue's  felf  become  the  darts  of  Loye  ? 

Pifcat.  Eclog.  by  Ph.  Fletcher 
Eel.  6.  St.  12,  1 3.  Ed.  1633 
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JEALOUSY. 


Jealoufy !  Daughter  of  Envy  and  Love, 

Moft  wayward  iflue  of  a  gentle  Sire  j 
Fofter'd  with  fears,  thy  Father's  joys  t'  improve; 
Mirth-marring  Monfter,  born  a  fubtle  liar  ; 
Hateful  unto  thyfelf,  flying  thine  owne  <kfire  ; 

Feeding  upon  Sufpeft,  that  doth  renew  thee; 

-Happy  were  Lovers  if  they  never  knew  thee, 

Thou  haft  a  thoufand  gates  thou  entereft  by, 
Condemning  trembling  Paffions  to  our  heart: 
Hundred-ey'd  Argus,  ever-waking  fpy, 
Pale  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleafure's  fmart, 
Envious  obferver,  prying  in  every  part : 

Sufpicious,  fearful,  gazing  ilill  about  thee; 

O  would  to  God  that  Love  could  be  without  thee ! 

Daniel's  Compl,  of  Rofemon<5» 
Ed.  1718,  vol.  I.  p.  51* 


A  Vow* 
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A  Vowe    to    Love  faithfully  howfoever  he  be 

rewarded. 


^ET  me  whereas  the  Sonne  doth  parch  the  grene,, 
*•*  Or  where  his  beames  do  not  dyffolve  the  yfe, 
Intempeiate  heat,  where  he  is  felt,  and  fene, 
In  prefence  preft  of  people,  madde  or  wife  ; 
Set  me  in  hye,  or  yet  in  lowe  degree, 
In  longeft  night,  or  in  the  fhorteft  day  ; 
In  cleareft  fkye,  or  where  cloudes  thickeft  be, 
In  lufty  Youth,  or  when  my  haires  are  graye: 
Set  me  in  Keaven,  in  Earth,  or  elfe  in  Hell, 
In  hyll,  or  dale,  or  in  the  foaming  flood  ; 
Thrall,  or  at  large,  alyve  wherefo  I  dwell, 
Sicke,  or  in  helthe,  in  evyll  fame  or  good  ; 
Hers  will.  I  be,  and  only  with  this  thought, 
Content  rnyfelf,  although  my  chance  be  nought. 

Lord  Surrey, 


To 
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To  A.  L.    Perfivafions  to  LOVE, 


OTARVE  not  yourfelfe,  becaufe  you  may 
^  Thereby  make  me  pine  away ; 
Nor  let  brittle  beautre  make 
You  you'r  wiler  thoughts  forfalce ; 
For  that  lovely  face  will  faile, 
Beaut ie's  fweet,  but  beaulie's  fraile  j 
'Tis  iboner  paft,  'tis  fooner  done 
Then  Summer's  raine,  or  Winter's  Tim ; 
Moft  fleeting  when  it  is  molt  deare, 
*Tis  gone  while  we  but  iay  'tis  here. 
Thefe  curious  locks  fo  aptly  tvvin'd, 
Whofe  every  haire  a  foule  cloth  bind, 
Will  change  their  auboru  hue,  and  grow 
White,  and  cold  as  Winter's  ihow. 
That  eye  which  now  is  Cupid's  nefr 
Will  prove  his  grave,  and  all  the  reft 
Will  follow  ;  in  the  cheeke,  chin,  noie, 
Nor  lilly  fliall  be  found  nor  rofe. 
And  what  will  then  become  of  all 
Thofe,  whom  now  you  fervants  call  ? 
Like  fwallowes  when  their  fummer's  done, 
They'le  fiye  and  ieeke  ibme  warmer  Sun. 


Poems  by  T.  Careiv,  Efqulrc. 
JLond.  Ed.  1640, 
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HUE  and  CRY  after  C  H  L  O  R  I  S, 


me,  ye  wandring  Spirits  of  the  aire, 
•*•    Did  you  not  fee  a  Nymph  more  bright,  more  faire 
Than  Beautie's  darling,  or  of  looks  more  fweet 
Than  ftolne  content  ?  If  fuch  an  one  you  meet, 
Wait  on  her  hourly  wherefoere  me  flies, 
And  cry,  and  cry,  Amyntor  for  abfence  dies. 

II. 

Go  fearch  the  vallies ;  pluck  up  ev'ry  rofe, 
You'll  find  a  fcente,  a  blufhe  of  her  in  thofe  ; 
Filhe,  fifh  for  pearle,  or  corall,  there  you'll  fee 
How  oriental  all  her  colours  bee. 
Go  call  the  echoes  to  your  aide,  and  cry, 
Chloris,  Chloris,  for  that's  her  name  for  whom  I  die. 

III. 

But  flay  awhile,  I  have  informed  you  ill, 
Were  (lie  on  Earth  me  had  been  with  me  {till : 
Go  fly  to  Heav'n,  examine  ev'ry  fphere, 
And  try  what  ftar  hath  lately  lighted  there ; 
If  any  brighter  than  the  fun  you  fee, 
Fall  down,  fall  down  and  worfhip  it,  for  that  is  flic. 

Selecl  Ayres.    Printed 
for  J.  Play  ford,  1659. 
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L  O  V  E's  fervile  Lot. 


T  OVE,  miftrefle,  is  of  many  minds, 
P^     Yet  few  know  whom  they  ferve, 
They  reckon  leaft  how  little  Love 
Their  fervice  doth  deferve. 

The  will  me  robbeth  from  the  wit 

The  fenfe  from  reafon's  lore, 
She  is  delightfull  in  the  rine, 

Corrupted  in  the  core. 

She  fhroudeth  vice  in  vertue's  vailc, 

Pretending  good  in  ill, 
She  offereth  j[oy,  affordeth  griefe, 

A  kilfe  where  me  doth  kill. 

A  honey-mower  raines  from  her  lips, 

Sweet  lights  mine  in  her  face, 
She  hath  the  blufli  of  vifgine  mind, 

The  mind  of  vipers  race. 

She  makes  thee  feeke,  yet  feare  to  find  ; 

To  finde,  but  not  enjoy : 
In  many  frovvnes  fome  gliding  fmiles 

Shee  yeelds  to  more  annoy. 

VOL.  H,  G  Shee 
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Shee  wooes  (hee  to  come  neere  her  fire, 

Yet  doth  fhe  draw  it  from  thee, 
Farre  off  flie  makes  thy  hart  to  fry, 

And  yet  to  freeze  within  thce. 

She  letteth  fall  fome  hiring  baits 

For  fooles  to  gather  up  ; 
Too  fweete,  too  fowre,  to  everie  tafte 

She  tempereth  her  cup. 

Soft  foules  flie  binds  in  tender  twift, 

Small  flyes  in  ipinners  webbe  ; 
She  lets  afloate  fome  luring  ftreames 

But  makes  them  foone  to  ebbe. 

Her  watrie  eyes  have  burning  force  ; 

Her  floods  and  flames  confpire  : 
Tears  kindle  fparks,  fobs  fuell  are, 

And  fighs  doe  blow  her  fire. 

May  never  was  the  Month  of  Love, 

For  May  is  full  of  flowers  j 
But  rather  Aprill,  wet  by  kind, 

For  Love  is  full  of  ihowers. 

Like  Tyrant,  cruel  wound  fhe  give*, 

Like  Surgeon,  falve  (he  lends ; 
But  falve  and  fore  have  equall  force, 

For  death  is  both  their  ends. 

With  foothing  words,  inthralled  foules 

She  chaines  in  fervile  bands  ; 
Her  eye  in  filence  has  a  fpeach 

Which  eye  bell  imderftandsr 


Her 
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Her  little  fvveet  hath  many  fowres, 

Short  hap  immortal  harmes  ; 
Her  loving  lookes  are  murd'ring  darti, 

Her  fongs  bewitching  charmes. 

Like  Winter  rofe  and  Summer  ife 

Her  joyes  are  flill  untimely; 
Before  her  Hope,  behind  Remorfe  : 

Faire  firft,  in  fine  unfeemely. 

Moodes,  paffions,  fancies,  jealous  fits, 

Attend  upon  her  traine  : 
She  yeeldeth  reft  without  repofe, 

And  Heaven  in  hellifii  paine. 

Her  houfe  is  Sloth,  her  doore  Deceite, 

And  flipperie  Hope  her  ftaires  ; 
Unbafhfull  Boldnefs  bids  her  guefts, 

And  every  Vice  repaires. 

Her  dyet  is  of  fuch  delights 

As  pleafe  till  they  be  paft  ; 
But  then  the  poyfon  kills  the  hart, 

That  did  entile  the  tafte. 

Her  fleepe  in  Sinne  doth  end  in  Wrath, 

Remorfe  rings  her  awake  ; 
Death  cals  her  up,  Shame  drives  her  out, 

Dcfpaires  her  up-fhot  make. 

Plow  not  the  feas,  fowe  not  the  fands, 

Leave  off  your  idle  paine  ; 
Seeke  other  miftrefle  for  your  mindes, 

Love's  fervice  is  in  vaine. 

ROBERT  SOUTHWELL. 
G  2  DESCRIP- 
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DESCRIPTION    OF     SPRING, 

Wherein  eche  thing  renewes,  fave  only  the  Lover. 


*T^HE  foote  Seafon  that  bud  and  bloome  fourth  bringes, 
•*•    With  grene  hath  cladde  the  hyll,  and  eke  the  vale, 
The  Nightingall  with  feathers  new  fhe  finges ; 
The  turtle  to  her  mate  hath  told  her  tale  : 
Somer  is  come,  for  every  fpray  now  fpringes  ; 
The  hart  hath  hong  hys  olde  hed  on  the  pale, 
The  bucke  in  brake  his  winter  coate  he  flynges  ; 
The  fifties  flete  with  new  repayred  fcale ; 
The  adder  all  her  flough  away  fhe  flynges ; 
The  fwift  fwalow  purfueth  the  flyes  fmale, 
The  bufy  bee  her  hony  now  fhe  mynges ; 
Winter  is  worne  that  was  the  floures  bale ; 
And  thus  I  fee  among  thefe  pleafant  thynges 
Eche  care  decayes,  and  yet  my  forrow  fpryng«s. 

Lord  SVRREY, 


VERSES 
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VERSES  BY  QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 


T  Greeve  and  dare  not  fhewe  my  dlfcontent, 

•*•  I  love  and  yet  am  foril:  to  feeme  to  hate, 

I  doe  yet  dare  not  fay  I  ever  meant, 

I  feeme  ftarke  mute,  but  inwardly  doe  prate 
I  am  and  not,  I  freeze  and  yet  am  burn'd 
Since  from  myfelf,  my  other  felfe  I  turn'd. 

My  care  is  like  my  maddowe  in  the  fune 
Follpwes  me  fliinge,  fli^s  when  I  purfue  it, 
Standee  and  lies  by  me,  does  what  I  have  done, 
This  too  familiar  care  does  make  me  rue  it, 

No  meanes  I  finde  to  rid  him  from  my  breft, 

Till  by  the  end  of  thinges  it  be  fuppreil. 

Some  gentler  paffions  flide  into  my  minde, 
For  I  am  fofte  and  made  of  meltinge  fnowe  ; 
Or  be  more  cruell,  Love,  and  fo  be  kynd, 
Let  mee  or  flote  or  fmke,  be  high  or  lowe, 

Or  let  me  live  with  fome  more  fvveete  content, 
Or  dye  and  foe  forget  what  love  ere  meant. 

Signed,  '*  Finis^  Eliza.  Regina,  upon 
Mount Zeurs  departure,"  Afhmol. 
Muf.  MSS.  6969.  (781)  p.  142. 
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To  Mrs.  E.  B.  upon  a  fudden  Surprifal, 


A  P  E  L  L  E  S,  prince  of  Painters,  did 
-*^-     All  others  in  that  art  exceed  : 
But  you  furpafs  him,  for  he  took 

Some  pains  and  time  to  draw  a  look, 
You,  in  a  trice  and  moment's  fpace, 
Have  pourtray'd  in  my  heart  your  face. 

Poems  by  J.  Howell. 
1664.  Lond;  Ed. 


ON    FRIENDSHIP. 


O  T  flayed  ftate,  but  feeble  flay, 
Not  coftly  robes,  but  bare  array ; 
Not  palTed  welth,  but  prefent  want. 
Not  heped  flore,  but  fclender  Ikanf, 
Not  plenties  purfe,  but  poore  eftate, 
Not  happy  hap,  but  froward  fate ; 
Not  wi(h  at  wil,  but  want  of  joy, 
Not  harts  good  helth,  but  harts  annoy  : 


Not 
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Not  freedomes  life,  but  prifoners  thrall, 
Not  coflly  feate,  but  loweft  fall : 
Not  weale  I  meane,  but  wretched  wo, 
Doth  truely  try,  the  freend  from  foe : 
And  nowght  but  frowarde  Fortune  proves, 
Who  fauning  faines,  or  fimply  loves. 

Paradife  of  D?ynty  Devife. 
Fol.  1,3.  figned  M.  Yloop. 


AN  APOSTROPHE  TO  CHARITY. 


TT7  HERE  is  this  love  become  in  later  age  ? 
*  ^     Alas !  'tis  gone  in  endleffe  pilgrimage 
From  hence,  and  never  to  returne,  I  doubt, 
Till  revolution  wheele  thofe  times  about ; 
Chill  brefls  have  itarv'd  her  here,  and  flie  is  driven 
Away  ;  and  with  Aftraea  fled  to  Heaven. 
Poore  Charity,  that  naked  Babe,  is  gone, 
Her  honey's  fpent,  and  all  her  flore  is  done; 
Her  winglefle  bees  can  finde  out  ne're  a  blooine, 
And  crooked  Ate  doth  uiurpe  her  roome  ; 
Nepenthe's  dry,  and  Love  can  get  no  drinke, 
And  curs'd  Ardenne  flowes  above  the  brinke. 

A  Feail  for  Wormes.  Med.  $. 
1650.  Lond.  by  F.  Quarles, 


G  4  To 
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To      CHASTITY. 


Chaftity,  the  flower  of  the  foule, 

How  is  thy  perfect  fairneffe  turn'd  to  foule  ! 

How  are  thy  blofforaes  blafted  all  to  duft, 

By  fudden  lightning  of  untamed  luft! 

How  hail  thou  thus  defil'd  thy  iv'ry  feet ! 

Thy  fweetnefie  that  was  once,  how  "far  from  fweet ! 

Where  are  thy  maiden  fmiles,  thy  blufhing  cheek  ? 

Thy  lamb-like  countenance,  fo  faire,  fo  meeke  ? 

Where  is  that  fpotlefle  Flower  that  while-ere 

Within  thy  liiy-bofbme  thou  didfl  weare  ? 

Has  wanton  Cupid  fnatcht  it,  hath  his  dart 

Sent  courtly  tokens  to  thy  fimple  heart  ? 

Where  dofl  thou  bide?  the  Country  halfe  difclaimes  thee, 

The  City  wonders  when  a  body  names  thee  : 

Or  have  the  rurall  woods  ingrpit  thee  there, 

And  thus  foreftalfd  our  empty  markets  here? 

Sure  thou  art  not,  or  kept  where  no  man  fhowes  thee 

Or  chang'd  fo.  much,  fcarce  man  or  woman  knowes  thee. 

Hill,  of  Queen  filler, 
by  F.  Quarles, 


To 
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To  his  Sonne  VINCENT  CORBET, 


H  A  T  I  fliall  leave  thee  none  can  tell, 

But  all  (hall  fay  I  wifh  thee  well : 
I  wifh  thee  (Fin)  before  all  wealth, 
Both  bodily  and  ghoflly  health ; 
Nor  too  much  wealth,  nor  wit  come  to  thee, 
So  much  of  either  may  undoe  thee. 
I  wifh  thee  learning,  not  for  fliow, 
Enough  for  to  inftrucT:,  and  know  ; 
Not  fuch  as  gentlemen  require 
To  prate  at  table,  or  at  fire. 
I  wifh  thee  all  thy  mother's  graces, 
Thy  father's  fortunes,  and  his  places. 
I  wifh  thee  friends,  and  one  at  Court 
Not  to  build  on  but  fupport ; 
To  keepe  thee,  not  in  doing  many 
Oppreffions,  but  from  fuffering  any. 
I  wifh  thee  peace  in  all  thy  wayes, 
Nor  lazy  nor  contentious  dayes ; 
And  when  thy  foule  and  body  part, 
As  innocent  as  now  thou  ar,t. 

Certain  Elegant  Poems,  Written 
by  Dr.  Corbet,  &c,  Lond.  1647. 
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THE    S'U  R  R  E  N  D  E  R. 


Y  once  dear  Love,  haplefs  that  I  no  more 
Muft  call  thee  fo  ;  the  rich  affections  ftore 

That  fed  our  hopes,  lies  now  exhauft  and  fpent, 

Like  fummes  of  treafure  unto  bankrupts  len£. 

We  that  did  nothing  ftudy  but  the  way 

To  love  each  other,  with  which  thoughts  the  day 

Rofe  with  delight  to  us,  and  with  them  fet, 

Mufl  learn  the  hateful  art  how  to  forget. 

We  that  did  nothing  wifh  that  Heav'n  could  give 

Beyond  ourfelves,  nor  did  defire  to  live 

Beyond  that  wifh,  all  thefe  now  cancell  muft 

As  if  not  writ  in  faith,  but  words  and  duft. 

Yet  witnefs  thofe  cleer  vowes  which  Lovers  make, 

Witnefs  the  chaft  defires  that  never  brake 

Into  unruly  hearts ;  witnefs  that  breft 

Which  in  thy  bofom  anchored  his  whole  reft, 

*Tis  no  default  in  us,  I  dare  acquite 

Thy  maiden  faith,  thy  purpofe  fair  and  white 

As  thy  pure  felf,  crofs  Planets  did  envie 

Us  to  each  other,  and  Heaven  did  untie 

Fatter  then  vowes  could  binde.    O  that  the  Starres 

When  Lovers  meet,  mould  ftand  oppos'd  in  warres  ! 

Since  then  fome  higher  Dellinies  command, 

J,et  us  not  flrive  nor  labour  to  withfland 

7  Wh; 
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Vhat  is  pad:  help,  the  longed:  date  of  grief 

?an  never  yield  a  hope  of  our  relief; 

Ind  though  we  wade  ourfelves  in  moift  laments, 

Tears  may  drown  us,  but  not  our  difcontents. 

•old  back  our  arms,  take  home  our  fruitlefs  loves 

Fhat  muft  new  fortunes  trie,  like  Turtle  Doves 

Diflodged  from  their  haunts,  we  muft  in  tear* 

Jnwind  a  love  knit  up  in  many  years. 

In  this  lad  kifs  I  here  furrender  thee 

Sack  to  thyfelf,  fo  thou  againe  art  free. 

Thou  in  an  other,  fad  as  that,  refend 

The  trued:  heart  that  lover  ere  did  lend. 

Now  turn  from  each,  fo  fare  our  fever 'd  hearts 

As  the  divorc't  foul  from  her  body  parts. 

Dr.  King's  Poems, 
p.  24. 


THE      LEGACY, 


MY  deareft  Love  !  when  thou  and  I  muft  part 
And  th'  icy  hand  of  Death  (hall  ieize  that  heart 
Which  is  all  thine  ;  within  fome  fpacious  will 
1'le  leave  no  blanks  for  legacies  to  fill : 
'Tis  my  ambition  to  dye  one  of  thofe 
Who  but  himfelf  hath  nothing  to  diijpofe. 
And  fmce  that  is  already  thine,  what  need 
I  to  re-give  it  by  fome  newer  deed  ? 
Yet  take  it  once  again,  free  circumftance 
POCS  oft  the  value  of  mean  things  advance : 

Wh* 
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Who  thus  repeats  what  he  bequeath'd  before, 

Proclaims  his  bounty  richer  then  his  flore. 

But  let  me  not  upon  my  Love  beftow 

What  is  not  worth  the  giving.     1  do  ow 

Somewhat  to  duft  :  my  bodies  pamper'd  care 

Hungry  corruption  and  the  worm  will  (hare. 

That  mouPdring  relick  which  in  earth  muft  lie 

Would  prove  a  gift  of  horrour  to  thine  eie 

With  this  caft  ragge  of  my  mortalitie 

Let  all  my  faults  and  errours  buried  be. 

And  as  thy  fear-cloth  rots,  fo  may  kind  fate 

Thofe  svorft  acts  of  my  life  incinerate. 

He  mall  in  ftory  fill  a  glorious  room 

Whofe  afhes  and  whofe  fins  fleep  in  one  tomb. 

If  now  to  my  cold  hearfe  thou  deign  to  bring 

Some  melting  lighs  as  thy  laft  offering, 

My  peacefull  exequies  are  crown'd,  nor  mail 

I  afk  more  honour  at  my  Funerall. 

Thou  wilt  more  richly  'balm  me  with  thy  tears 

Then  all  the  nard  fragrant  Arabia  bears. 

And  as  the  Paphian  Queen  by  her  griefs  fhow'r 

Brought  up  her  dead  Love's  Spirit  in  a  flow*r  : 

So  by  thofe  precious  drops  rain'd  from  thine  eies, 

Out  of  my  duft,  O  may  fome  Vertue  rife  ! 

And  like  thy  better  Genius  thee  attend, 

Till  thou  in  my  dark  period  (halt  end. 

Lailly,  my  conftant  truth  let  me  commend 

To  him  thou  choofeft  next  to  be  thy  friend. 

For  (witnefs  all  things  good)  I  would  not  have 

Thy* Youth  and  Beauty  married  to  my  grave, 

'Twould  fhew  thou  didft  repent  the  ftyle  of  \vifd 

Should'ft  thou  relapfe  into  a  fingle  life. 

They  with  prepofterous  grief  the  world  delude 

Who  mourn  for  their  loit  mates  in  folitude  ; 
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sVr*'       *        * 
Since  Widdow-hood  more  ftrongly  doth  enforce 

The  much-lamented  lot  of  their  divorce. 

Themfelves  then  of  their  lofles  guilty  are 

Who  may,  yet  will  not  fuffer  a  rcpaire. 

Thofe  were  Barbarian  wives  that  did  invent 

Weeping  to  death  at  th*  Hufband's  monument^ 

But  in  more  civil  Rites  file  doth  approve 

Her  firft,  who  ventures  on  a  fecond  Love ; 

For  elfe  it  may  be  thought  if  flie  refrain, 

She  fped  fo  ill  fhe  durft  not  trie  again, 

Up  then  my  Love,  and  choofe.lbme  worthier  one 

Who  may  fnpply  my  room  when  I  am  gone  j 

So  will  the  flock  of  our  affection  thrive 

No  lefs  in  death,  then  were  I  flill  alive. 

And  in  my  urne  I  fhall  rejoyce,  that  I 

Am  both  Teflatour  thus  and  legacie. 

Dr.  King's  Poems, 
p.  a8, 

. 
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THE     PRIMROSE. 


A  S  K  E  me  why  I  fend  you  here, 
^"**  This  firftling  of  the  infant  yeare ; 
Alke  me  why  I  fend  to  you, 
This  primrofe  all  bepearl'd  with  dew  ; 
I  itrait  will  whifper  in  Your  cares, 
The  fweets  of  Love  are  wafh't  with  teares. 

Afke  me  why  this  flower  doth  (hew 
So  yellow,  greene,  and  lickly  too  ; 
Afke  me  why  the  flalke  is  weake, 
And  bending  yet  it  doth  not  breake  j 
I  muft  tell  you  thefe  difcover, 
What  doubts  and  feares  are  in  a  Lover. 

Poems  by  T.  Carew  Efquire. 
Load. 1640. 
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A  CAUTION  FOR  COURTLY  DAMSELS. 


BEWARE,  fair  Maid,  of  mighty  Courtiers  oaths, 
Take  heed  what  gifts  or  favours  you  receive ; 
Let  not  the  fading  gloffe  of  fiiken  cloaths 
Dazzle  your  vertues,  or  your  fame  bereave: 

For  once  but  leave  the  hold  you  have  of  Grace, 
Who  will  regard  your  fortune  or  your  face  ? 


Each  greedy  hand  will  ftrive  to  catch  the  flower§ 
When  none  regard  the  ilalke  it  grovves  upon ; 
Bafenefle  defires  the  fruir  ftill  to  devoure, 
And  leave  the  tree  to  fall  or  ftand  alone : 

But  this  adviie,  fair  Creature,  take  of  mee, 
Let  none  take  fruit  unlefle  hee'll  have  the  tree. 


Beleeve  not  oaths,  nor  much-protefting  men, 

Credit  no  vowes,  nor  a  bewailing  fong; 

Let  Courtiers  fweare,  forfweare,  and  fweare  agen, 

>  The  heart  doth  live  ten  regions  from  the  tongue : 

For  when  with  oaths  and  vows  they  make  you  tremble, 
Beleeve  them  leaft  for  then  they  rnofl  difiemble. 


Beware 
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Beware  left  Cocrfus  doe  corrupt  thy  minde, 
Or  fond  Ambition  fell  thy  modefty ; 
Sajr>  though  a  King  thou  even  courteous  finde, 
Hee  cannot  pardon  thy  impurity. 

Begin  with  Kings,  to  fubjeds  you  will  fall, 

From  Lord  to  Lackey,  and  at  laft  to  all. 

See  Epigrams  fubjoin'd  to  J.  Sylvefler's 
Du  Bartas.  1641.  Lond. 


The  Frailtye  and  hurtfulnes  of  Beautic, 


T>RITTLE  Beautie  that  Nature  madefo  fraile, 
•*^  Whereof  the  gifte  ia  fmal,  and  fhort  the  Seafon  ; 
Flowring  to-day,  to-morrowe  apt  to  faile, 
Tickled  trealure,  abhorred  of  reafon : 
Dangerous  todeale  with,  vaine,  of  none  availe, 
Coftly  in  keeping,  paft,  not  worthe  two  peafon  ; 
Slipper  in  Hiding,  a?  is  an  Eles  taile  ; 
Harde  to  attain,  once  gotten  not  geafon. 
Jewell  of  jeopardie,  that  peril  doth  aflaile, 
Falfe  and  untrewe,  enticed  oft  to  treafon ; 
Enemy  to  Youth,  that  moft  may  I  bewaile ; 
Ah  bitter  fwete  !  infecting  as  the  poyfon, 
Thou  fareft  as  frute,  that  with  the  froft  is  taken, 
To-day  redy  ripe,  to-morrow  al  to  fhakea 

Lord  SURREY. 


To 
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TO     THE     ROSE. 


OWEET  Rofe,  whence  is  this  hue 
°  Which  does  all  hues  excell  ? 
'Whence  this  mod  fragrant  fmell  ? 
And  whence  this  form' and  gracing  grace  in  you  ? 
In  flow'ry  Pee  (turn's  fields  perhaps  you  grew, 
Or  Hybla's  hills  you  bred, 
Or  odoriferous  Enna's  plains  you  fed, 
Or  Tmolus,  or  where  boar  young  Adon  flew ; 
Or  hath  the  Queen  of  Love  you  dy'd  of  Dew 
Jh  that  dear  blood,  which  makes  you  look  fo  red  ? 
No,  none  of  thefe,  but  caufe  more  high  you  blift. 
My  Lady's  breait  you  bore,  her  lips  you  kift. 

Drummond's  Son,  and  Madrigj- 
Edirib.  Ed.  1711.  Fol. 


RY  thofe  fair;  thofe  chryftal  eyes 

Which  like  growing  fountains  rife    . 
To  drown  their  banks.     Griefs  fullen  brook  $ 
Would  better  flow  in  furrow'd  looks. 
Thy  Ibvely  face  was  never  meant 
To  be  the  flioar  of  difcontent. 

VOL,  II.  H  the* 
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Then  clear  thofe  wat'rifh  ftarres  again, 
Which  elfe  portend  a  lafling  rain  ; 
Left  the  clouds  which  fettle  there 
Prolong  my  Winter  all  the  Year : 
And  the  example  others  make 
Jn  love  with  Sorrow  for  thy  fake. 


Dr.  King's  Poems, 
P-  19- 


LESBIA  ON  HER  SPARROW. 


E  L  L  me  not  of  joy  :  there's  none 

Now  my  little  Sparrow's  gone  ; 

He,  j  nft  as  you, 

Would  toy  and  wooe, 
He  would  chirp  and  flatter  me, 
He  would  hang  the  wing  awhile, 
Till  at  length  he  faw  me  fmile, 
Lord  how  fullen  he  would  be  * 


He  would  catch  a  crumb,  and  then 
Sporting  let  it  goe  agen, 

He  from  my  lip 

Would  moyflure  lip. 
He  would  from  my  trencher  feed, 
Then  would  hop,  and  then  would  run, 
And  cry  Philip  when  h'  had  done, 
O  whole  heart  can  choofe  but  bleed? 


Ohow 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES.  99 

D  how  eager  would  he  fight, 
And  ne'r  hurt  though  he  did  bite  : 

No  morn  did  pals 

But  on  my  glafs 
He  would  fit,  and  mark,  and  do 
What  I  did,  how  ruffle  all 
His  feathers  o'r,  now  let  'em  fall  ~ 

And  then  ftraightway  fleek  them  too. 


Whence  will  Cupid  get  hia  darts 
Feather'd  now  to  pierce  our  hearts  j 

A  wound  he  may, 

Not  Love  conveigh, 
Now  this  faithfull  Bird  is  gone, 
O  let  mournfull  Turtles  joyn 
"With  loving  Red-breads,  and  combine 
To  (ing  Dirges  o'er  his  ftone. 

Com.  Trag.  Com.  with  othef 
Poems,  by  Mr.  W*  Cartwri^ht, 
Lond. 1651, 


H  2  MADRIGAL 
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MADRIGAL. 


MY  Thoughts  hold  mortal  flrife, 
I  do  deleft  my  life, 
And  with  lamenting  cries 
Peace  to  my  foul  to  bring,. 

Oft  call  that  Prince,  which  here  doth  monarchize, 
But  he  grim  grinning  King, 
Who  catives  fcorns,  and  doth  the  bleft  furprife 

Late  having  deckt  with  Beauty's  Rofe  his  tomb, 
Difdains  to  crop  a  weed,  and  will  not  come. 

Drummond.  Edinb.  1711.  Fol.  Ed, 
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ToSirWILLlAM    ALEXANDER. 


*T*  H  O'  T  have  twice  been  at  the  doors  of  Death, 
•*•    And  twice  found  fhut  thofe  gates  which  ever  mourn  ; 
This  but  a  lightning  is :  truce  ta'en  to  breath 
For  late-born  forrowes  augure  fleet  return* 
Amid  thy  facred  cares,  and  courtly  toils, 
Alexis,  when  thou  fhalt  hear  wand'ring  Fame 
Tell,  Death  hath  triumph'd  o'er  my  mortal  fpoils, 
And  that  on  Earth  1  am  but  a  fad  name  : 
If  thou  e'er  held  me  dear,  by  all  our  love, 
By  all  that  blifs,  thofe  joys,  Heaven  here  us  gave ; 
I  conjure  thee,  and  by  the  Maids  of  Jove, 
To  'grave  this  mort  remembrance  on  my  grave ; 
"  Here  Damon  lies,  whofe  fongs  did  fometime  grace 
"  The  murmuring  Elk— -may  rofes  lhade  the  place." 

Drummond. 


H3  To 
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To      DELIA. 


T   O  O  K  Delia,  how  w?  efteem  the  half-blown  rofe, 

•*-J  The  image  of  thy  blufli,  and  Summer's  honour  1 

Whilft  yet  her  tender  bud  doth  undifclofe 

That  full  of  Beauty,  Time  beftowes  upon  her. 

No  fooner  ipreads  her  glory  in  the  air, 

But  ftrait  her  wide-blown  pomp  comes  to  decline  ; 

She  then  is  fcorn'd,  that  late  adorn'd  the  Fair  ; 

So  fade  the  rofes  of  thofe  cheeks  of  thine  ! 

No  April  can  revive  thy  withered  flow'rs, 

Whole  fpringing  grace  adorns  thy  glory  now  : 

Swift  ipeedy  Time,  feather'd  with  flying  hours, 

DiiTolves  the  beauty  of  the  fairett  brow, 

Then  do  not  thou  fuch  treafure  wafte  in  vain 

But  love  i]ow,  whilft  thou  may'ft  be  lov'd  again. 

Daniel  XXXVI.  Son, 


A  Vifiqn 
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A  Vifion  upon  this  conceit  of  the  Fairy  Queen, 


METHOUGHT  I  faw  the  Grave  where  Laura  lay, 
Within  that  Temple  where  the  Veftal  Flame 
Was  wont  to  burn  ;  and  palling  by  that  way, 
To  fee  that  buryed  duft  of  living  fame 
Whofe  tomb  fair  Love,  and  fairer  Vertue  kept, 
All  fuddenly  I  faw  the  Fairy  Queen  : 
At  whole  approach,  the  Soul  of  Petrarch  wept, 
And  from  thenceforth  thofe  Graces  were  not  feen. 
For  they  this  Queen  attended  ;  in  whofe  ileed 
Oblivion  laid  him  down  on  Laura's  herfe : 
Hereat  the  hardeft  flones  were  feen  to  bleed, 
And  grones  of  buried  Ghofts  the  Heavens  did  perfe. 
Where  Homer's  Spright  did  tremble  all  for  grief 
And  curil  th'  acceis  of  that  celeitial  1  hief. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh, 


H4  Tp 


194  SONNETS, 


To      SLEEP. 


L  E  E  P,  Silence  Child,  fweet  Father  of  foft  reft, 
Prince  whofe  approach  peace  to  all  mortalls  brings, 
Indifferent  Holt  to  Ihepheards  and  to  kings, 
Sole  comforter  of  minds  with  griefe  oppreft. 
Loe,  by  thy  charming  rod  all  breathing  things 
X-ie  flumbring,  with  forgetfulneffe  pofleft, 
And  yet  o'er  me  to  fpread  thy  drowu'e  wings 
Thou  fpares  (alas)  who  cannot  be  thy  gueft. 
Since  1  am  thine,  O  come,  but  with,  that  face 
To  inward  light  which  thou  art  wont  to  fhow, 
With  fainedfolace  eafe  a  true-felt  woe, 
Or  if,  deafe  God,  thou  doe  denie  that  grace, 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  and  what  thou  wilt  bequeath, 

I  long  to  kifle  the  image  of  my  death. 

Drummond,  Edinb,  1616, 


To 


SONNETS.  to  J 


To    THE    RIVER    ANKGR. 


f~*  L  E  A  R  Askor,  on  whofe  filyer-fanded  fliore, 
^*  My  foul-mrin'd  Saint,  my  fair  Idea  Hrs, 
O  blefled  Brook,  whofe  milk-white  fvvans  adore 
Xhy  cryftal  ftream  refined  by  her  eyes, 
Where  fweer  myrrh-breathing  Zephyr  in  the  Spring 
jGently  ditHlls  hjs  ne6tar- dropping  mowers, 
Where  nightingales  in  Arden  fit  and  fing 
Amongft  the  dainty  dew-impearled  flowers  ; 
Say  thus,  fajr  Brook,  when  thou  fhalf  fee  thy  Queen, 
£x>,  here  thy  Shepherd  fpent  his  wand'i  ing  years ; 
And  in  theie  Ihades,  dear  Nymph,  he  oft  had  been, 
here  to  thee  he  facrific'd  his  tears : 
Fair  Arden,  thou  my  Tempe  art  alone, 
Arid  thou,  Sweet  Ankor,  art  my  Helicon. 

Drayton,  LIU. 
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T  Know  that  ail  beneath  the  Moone  decayes, 
-*•  And  what  by  mortalles  in  this  world  is  brought, 
Jn  Time's  great  periods  fliall  returne  to  nought, 
That  faireit  ftates  have  fatall  nights  and  dayes  : 
I  know  how  all  the  Mufes  heavenly  layes  ; 
With  toyle  of  fpright  which  are  fo  dearly  bought, 
As  idle  iounds,  of  few,  or  none  are  fought, 
And  that  nought  lighter  is  than  airie  praife. 
I  know  fraile  Beautie  like  the  purple  flowre, 
To  which  onemorne  of  birth  and  death  affords, 
That  Love  a  jarring  is  of  mindes  accords, 
\Vhere  Senfe  and  Will  invaiTall  Reafon's  power  : 
Know  what  I  liii,  this  all  can  not  mee  move 
But  that  (oh  mee  !)  I  both  muft  write  and  love. 

Drmnmopd,  Edinb.  1616. 


Tl  E  S  T  O  R  E  thy  TrelTes  to  the  golden  Oar ; 
•*•*•  Yield  Citherea's  Son  thofe  Arks  of'  Love  : 
Bequeath  the  Heav'ns  the  Stars  that  I  adore ; 
And  to  th*  Orient  do  thy  Pearls  remove. 
Yield  thy  hands  pride  unto  the  ivory  white  ; 
T*  Arabian  Odors  give  thy  breathing  fvveet : 
Reflore  thy  Blum  unto  Aurora  bright; 
To  Thetis  give  the  honour  of  thy  Feet. 

Let 
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•  3t  Venus  have  thy  Graces  her  refign'd  ; 
,nd  thy  fweet  Voice  give  back  unto  the  Spheres  : 
3ut  yet  reftore  thy  fierce  and  cruel  Mind 
fo  Hyrcan  Tygers,  and  to'ruthlcfs  Bears. 

Yield  to  the  Marble  thy  hard  Heart  again  ; 

So  (halt  thou  ceaie  to  plague,  and  I  to  pain. 

Daniel,   XIX.  Son. 
{718.  Ed.  2V. 


C  I NG  E  there's  no  help,  come  let  us  kifs  and  part, 
Nay,  I  have  done,  you  get  no  more  of  me, 

And  I  am  glad,  yea  glad  with  all  my  heart, 

That  thus  io  cleanly  1  myfelf  can  free, 

Shake  hands  for  ever,  cancel  all  our  vows, 

And  when  we  meet  at  any  time  again, 

Be  it  not  feen  in  either  of  our  brows, 

That  we  one  jot  of  former  love  retain  ; 

Now  at  the  lait  gafp  of  Love's  lateft  breath, 

When  his  pulfe  failing,  paffion  fpeechlefs  lies, 

When  Faith  is  kneeling  by  his  bed  of  death, 

And  Innocence  is  clofing  up  his  eyes, 

Now  if  thou  would'ft,  when  all  have  given  him  over 
From  death  to  life  thou  might'il  him  yet  recover. 

Dayton,  LXI.  Son. 


To 
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To     HIS     LUTE, 


Y  Lute,  bee  as  thou  waft,  when  thou  didft  grow 
With  thy  greene  mother  in  fome  lhadie  grove, 

When  immelodious  windes  but  made  thee  move, 

And  birds  on  thee  their  ramage  did  beftow. 

Sith  that  deare  voyce,  which  did  thy  founds  approve 

"Which  ufed  in  fuch  harmonious  ilraines  to  flow, 

Is  reft  from  Earth  to  tune  thofe  fpheares  above, 

What  art  thou  hut  a  harbinger  of  woe? 

Thy  pleaiing  notes  be  pleafing  notes  no  more, 

But  orphane  wailings  to  the  fainting  eare, 

JEach  ftoppe  a  figh,  each  found  dravves  foorth  a  teare, 

J3e  therefore  filent  as  in  woods  before, 

Or  if  that  any  hand  to  touch  thee  daigne, 
Like  wicipw'd  Tuitle  frill  her  loiTe  complaine, 

Drummpndj  Edin.  Ed.  1616. 


To 
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Ta      S    L    E    E    P* 


CARE-charmer  Sleep,  Son  of  the  fable  Night; 
Brother  to  Death,  in  filcnt  darknefs  born  : 
Believe  my  languilh,  and  rertore  the  light ; 
With  dark  forgetting  of  ray  care,  feturn. 
And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  rrourn 
The  Shipwreck  of  my  ill-advifed  Youth  : 
Let  waking  eyes  fuffice  to  wail  their  fcarn, 
Without  the  torments  of  the  night's  untruth* 
Cea-fe,  dreams,  the  images  of  day-defires, 
To  model  forth  the  paffions  of  the  morrow  ; 
Never  let  riflng  Sun  approve  you  liars, 
To  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  forrow. 

Still  let  me  deep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain  ; 

And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day's  difdain; 


Daniel,  XLT. 
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II  /rY  heart  was  flain,  and  none  but  you  and  I ; 
J.YJ.  who  mould  I  think  the  murder  mould  commit  ? 
Since  but  yourfelf  there  was  no  creature  by, 
But  only  I ;  guililefs  of  murd'ring  it; 
It  Hew  itielf;  the  verdi6t  on  the  view 
Do  quit  the  dead,  and  me  not  acceffary  : 
Well,  well,  I  fear  it  will  be  prov'd  by  you, 
The  evidence  fo  great  a  proof  doth  carry. 
But  O,  fee,  iee,  we  need  enquire  no  further, 
Upon  your  lips  the  fcarlet  drops  are  found, 
And  in  your  eye  the  Boy  that  did  the  murder, 
Your  cheeks  yet  pale,  fince  firil  he  gave  the  wound. 
By  this  I  fee,  however  things  be  pail, 
Yet  Heaven  will  {till  have  murder  out  at  laft. 

Drayton,  II. 


A  LEXIS,  he're  fhee  ftay'd,  among  thefe  pines 
*•*"  (Sweet  Hermitrefie)  mee  did  alone  repaire, 
Here  did  ilie  fpreade  the  treafure  of  her  haire, 
More  rich  than  that  brought  from  the  Cholchian  mines* 
She  let  her  by  thefe  mufket  Eglantines ; 
The  happie  place  the  print  feemes  yet  to  beare, 
Her  voyce  did  fweeten  here  thy  fugred  lines, 
To  which  windes,  trees,  beaib,  birds,  did  lend  their  ea re  > 
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Mce  here  (he  firfl  perceiv'd,  and  here  a  morne 
Of  bright  carnations  did  orefpreade  her  face. 
Here  did  fhee  iigh,  there  firit  my  hopes  were  borne, 
And  1  fit  ft  got  a  pledge  of  promis'd  grace '. 

But  ah  !  what  ferv'd  it  to  be  happie  fo  ? 

Sith  paflfed  pleafures  double  but  new  woe. 

DrummoQiU 


T  TNTO  the  bonndlefs  Ocean  of  tiiy  Beauty, 
'^    Runs  this  poor  River,  charg'd  with  flreams  of  zea 
Returning  thee  the  tribute  of  my  duty, 
Which  here  my  Love,  my  Youth,  my  Plaints  reveal. 
Here  I  nnclafp  the  Book  of  my  charg'd  foul, 
Where  I  have  caft  th'  Accounts  of  all  my -care : 
Here  have  I  fumm'd  my  fighs  ;   here  I  enroll 
How  they  were  fpent  for  thee  ;  look  what  they  are, 
Look  on  the  dear  expences  of  my  Youth, 
And  fee  how  juft  I  reckon  with  thine  eyes  : 
Examine  well  thy  beauty  with  my  truth  ; 
And  crofs  my  cares,  ere  greater  furns  a  rile. 

Read  it,  iweet  Maid,  tho'  it  be  done  but  (Tightly; 
Who  cau  fhew  all  his  Love,  doth  love  but  lightly. 


Daniel,  I.  Son. 
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HP  RUST  not,  ixveet  Soule,  thofe  curled  waves  of  gold* 
"*•    With  gentle  tides  which  on  your  temples  flow, 
Nor  temples  fpread  with  flackes  of  virgine  fnow, 
Nor  fnow  of  cheelces  with  Tyrian  graine  enroll'd. 
Tfuft  not  thofe  {hining  lights  which  wrought  my  woe, 
When  fir  ft  I  did  their  burning  rayes  beholde, 
Nor  voyce,  whofe  founds  more  ftrange  eiFecls  doe  Ihow 
Than  of  the  Thracian  Harper  have  beene  tolde : 
Looke  to  this  dying  Lille,  fading  Rofe, 
Darke  Hyacinthe,  of  late  whofe  blufhing  beames 
Made  all  the  neighbouring  herbes  and  grafle  rejoyce, 
And  thinke  how  little  is  twixt  Life's  extreames  : 
The  cruell  Tyrant  that  did  kill  thofe  flow'rs, 
Shall  once  (aye  mee !)  not  fpare  that  Spring  of  yours* 

Drummond,'  Edinb.  1616, 


T  O  V  E  baniuYd  Heaven,  In  Earth  was  held  hi  fcorn, 

<^-jr  Wand'ring  abroad  in  need  and  beggary; 

And  wanting  friends,  tho'  of  a  Goddefs  born, 

Yet  crav'd  the  alms  of  fuch  as  pafled  by : 

J,  like  a  man  devout  and  charitable, 

Cloathed  the  naked,  lodg'd  this  wand'ring  gueflf, 

With  fighs  and  teares  dill  furnifhing  his  table, 

With  what  might  make  the  miferable  blell  i- 

i  But 
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fe'jt  this  Ungrateful,  for  my  good  defer  r, 
Intie'd  my  thoughts  againft  me  to  confpire, 
Who  gave  confcnt  to  Heal  away  my  heart, 
And  fet  my  breaft,  his  lodging  on  a  fire, 

Well,  well,  my  friends,  when  beggars  grow  thus  bold, 

No  marvel  then  tho'  charity  grow  cold. 

Drayton,  XXIII.  Son. 


TT7  HAT  doth  it  ferve  to  fee  Sunnes  burning  face  ? 
*     And  Ikies  enamell'd  with  both  Indies  gold  ? 

Or  moone  at  night  in  jettie  chariot  roll'd? 

And  all  the  glorie  of  that  ftarrie  place  ? 

What  doth  it  fervs  Earth's  beautie  to  behold? 

The  mountaines  pride,  the  meadowes  flowrie  grace; 

The  ftatelie  comelinefle  of  forrefts  old, 

The  fport  of  flowds  which  would  themfelves  embrace  ? 

What  doth  it  ferve  to  heare  the  Sylvans  fongs, 

The  wanton  Mearle,  the  Nightingalle's  fad  ilraines, 

Which  in  darke  (hades  feerrie  to  deplore  my  wrongs  ? 

For  what  doth  ferve  all  that  this  world  containes, 

Sith  Shee  for  whom  thofe  once  to  mee  were  deare, 
No  part  of  them  can  have  now  with  mee  heare. 


Drummoad, 
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TT7  H  Y  fhould  I  fmg  in  verfe,  why  fliould  I  frame 
Thefe  fad  neglected  notes  for  her  dear  fake  ? 

Why  fliould  I  otfer  up  unto  her  name, 

The  fweeteft  facrilice  my  youth  can  make  ? 

Why  mould  I  ftrive  to  make  her  live  for  ever, 

That  never  deigns  to  give  me  joy  to  live  ? 

Why  mould  my  afflicted  mufe  fo  much  endeavour 

Such  honour  unto  cruelty  to  give  ? 

If  her  defeds  have  purchased  her  this  fame, 

What  mould  her  virtues  do,  her  fmiles,  her  love  ? 

If  this  her  worft,  how  mould  her  belt  inflame  ? 

What  paffions  would  her  milder  favours  move  ? 

Favours,  I  think,  would  fenfe  quite  overcome, 
And  that  makes  happy  Lovers  ever  dumb. 

Daniel,  XVII.  Son, 


T  F  croft  with  all  mifhaps  be  my  poor  Lifer 

•••  If  one  Ihort  day  1  never  fpent  in  mirth, 

If  my  fpirit  with  itfelf  holds  laiting  ftrifer 

If  Sorrowes  death  is  but  new  .Sorrowes  birth? 

If  this  vaine  World  bee  but  a  fable  ftage 

Where  flave-born  Man  playes  to  the  fcoffing  fiarreS) 

If  Youth  be  tofs'd  with  Love,  with  Weaknefle  Age, 

If  Knowledge  ferve  to  hold  our  thoughts  in  warrcs  £ 

If 
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If  time  can  clofe  the  hundred  mouths  of  Fame, 
And  make  what's  long  fince  part,  like  that  to  bee, 
If  Vertue  only  bee  an  idle  name, 
If  I  when  1  was  borne  was  borne  to  die  ? 

Why  feeke  I  to  prolong  thefe  loathfome  dayes, 

The  faireii  role  in  fliorteil  time  decayes. 

DrurnmoncU 


To    TUB    SPRING. 


W  E  E  T  Spring,  thou  turn'ft  with  all  thy  gaodli 

Thy  head  with  flames,  thy  mantle  bright  with  flow'rs, 
The  Zephyres  curie  the  greene  lockes  of  the  plaine, 
The  cioudes  for  joy  in  pearles  weepe  down  their  fhow'rs* 
Thou  turn'ft  (fweet  Youth)  but  ah  my  pleafant  howres, 
And  happie  dayes  with  theecome  not  againe, 
The  fad  memori alls, only  of  my  paine 
Doe  with  thee  turne,  which  turne  my  fweets  in  fow'rs* 
Thou  art  the  fame  which  flill  thou  was  before, 
Delicious,  wanton,  amiable,  faire, 
But  fhee,  whofe  breath  embaulmed  thy  wholefome  airej 
Ifc  gone  :  nor  gold  nor  gemmes  her  can  reilore. 
Neglected  Vertue,  Seafons  goe  and  eome 
While  thine  forgot  lie  clofed  in  a  Tombe. 
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T    O  O  K  E  how  the  flowre,  which  Hngringlie  doth  fade, 

^-*  The  Morning's  Darling  late,  the  Summer's  Queene, 

Spoyl'd  of  that  juice,  which  kept  it  frefh  and  greene, 

As  high  as  it  did  raife,  bowes  low  the  head ; 

Right  fo  my  Life  (Contentments  being  dead, 

Or  in  their  contraries  but  onelie  feene) 

With  fwifter  fpeede  declines  than  earft  it  fpred», 

And  (blafted)  fcarce  now  ftiowes  what  it  hath  beene. 

As  doth  the  Pzlgrime  therefore  whom  the  night 

By  darknefle  would  imprifon  en  his  way, 

Thinke  on  thy  Home,  (my  Soule)  and  thinke  aright, 

Of  what  yet  reftes  thee  of  Life's  wafting  day : 

Thy  Sunne  poftes  weftward,  palTed  is  thy  morne, 
And  twice  it  is  not  given  thee  to  be  born. 

Drummond,  Flowres  of  Siont 
Ed.  1630,  410, 


T. 
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To    THE    NIGHTINGALE. 


W  E  E  T  Bird,  that  fing'ft  away  the  early  howres, 
Of  winters  pall,  or  comming  void  of  care, 
Well  pjeaied  with  delights  which  prefent  are, 
Farre  Seafones,  budding  fprayes,  fvveet-fmelling  flowres : 
To  rocks,  to  fprings,  to  rils,  from  leavie  bowres 
Thou  thy  Creator's  goodneffe  doft  declare, 
And  what  deare  gifts  on  rhee  hee  did  not  fpare, 
A  ftaine  to  humane  fence  in  fin  that  lowres. 
What  Soule  can  be  fo  ficke,  which  by  thy  fangs 
(Attir'd  in  iweetneffe)  fweetly  is  not  driven 
Quite  to  forget  Earth's  turmoiles,  fpights  and  wrongs, 
lift  a  reverend  eye  and  thought  to  Heaven  ? 
Sweet  artlefle  Songftarre,  thou  my  minde  dofl  raife 
To  ayres  of  Spheares,  yes,  and  to  Angels  layes, 

Drummond's  Flowers  cf  Sion, 
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Harold's  fpeech  before  the  Battle  of  Haftings, 


«<  Q  E  E  valiant  War-friends  yonder  be  the  firfl,  the  lafr^ 

^  and  all 

The  agents  of  our  Enemies,  they  hencefoorth  cannot  call 
Supplies ;  for  weedes  at  JQorrnaodit  by  this  in  Porches  groe  r 
Then  conquer  thefe  would  conquer  you,  and  dread  no  further 

foe, 
They  are  no  fcouter  than  the  Brutes,  whom  we  did   hence 

exiie  : 

Nor  ftronger  than  the  flurdy  Danes,  our  viclory  ere  while  : 
Not  Saxonie  could  opce  containe,  or  fcarce  the  world  beficje 
Our  fathers,  who  did  fway  by  {word  where  lifted  them  to  bide: 
Then  doe  not  yee  degenerate,  take  courage  by  difcent, 
And  by  their  burialles,  not  abode,  their  force  and  flight  pre 
vent. 

Yee  have' in  hand  your  Countries  caufe,  a  conqueft  they  pre 
tend, 

Which  (were  yee  not  the  fame  yee  be)  even  cowards  would  de- 
fend. 

I  graunt 
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I  graunt  that  part  of  us  are  fled  and  linked  to  the  foe, 
And  glad  I  am  our  Armie  is  of  traytours  cleered  fo  :     , 
Yea  pardon  hath  he  to  depart  that  ftayeth  mal-content : 
I  prife  the  mind  above*  the  man,  like  zeale  hath  like  event. 
Yeat  truth  it  is,  no  well  or  ill  this  Ifland  ever  had, 
But  through  the  well  or  ill  fupport  of  fubjecls  good  or  bad  : 
Not  Caefar,  Hengell,  Swayn,  or  now  (which  neretheles  fhall 

fayle) 
The  Normane  Baftard,  Albion  true,  did,  could,  or  can  pre- 

vayle. 

But  to  be  felfe-falfe  in  this  Ifle  a  felfe-foe  ever  is, 
Yeat  wot  I,  never  traytour  did  his  treafons  flipend  mis. 
Shrinke  who  will  fhrinke,  let  armors  wayte  prefle  downe  the 

burd'ned  earth, 

My  foes,  with  wondring  eyes  fhall  fee  I  over-prize  my  death. 
But  fince  ye  all  (for  all,  I  hope,  alike  affected  bee,  . 
Your  wives,  your  children,  lives,  and  land,  from  fervitude  to 

free) ' 

Are  armed  both  in  fliew  and  zeale,  then  glorioufly  contend, 
,To  winne  and  weare  the  home-brought  fpoyles,  of  Vi6torie 

the  end. 

Let  not  the  Skinners  daughter  Sonne  poflefle  what  he  pre 
tends, 
He  lives  to  die  a  noble  death  that  life  for  freedome  fpends." 


I  4  Duke 
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Duke   WILLIAM'S   Speech, 


«c  -jp  o  live  upon  or  lie  within  this  is  my  ground  or  grave 

(My  loving  Souldiers),  one  of  twaine  your  Duke  refolve§ 

to  have. 

Nor  be  ye  N^r  manes  now  to  feeke  in  what  you  mould  be  flout, 
Ye  come  amidft  the  Englifli  pikes  to  hevve  your  honors  out, 
Ye  come  to  winne  the  fame  by  launce,  that  is  your  owne  by 

law, 

Ye  come,  I  fay,  in  righteous  warre  revenging  fwords  to  draw. 
Howbeit  of  more  hardie  foes  no  patted  flight  hath  fpead^ 

yee, 
Since  Rollo  to  your  now-abode  with  bands  victorious  lead 

yee, 
Or  Turchus,  Sonne  of  Tioylus,  in  Scythian  Fazo  bread 

yee. 

Then  worthy  your  progenitors  yee  Seedeof  Pryam's  fonne 
Exployt  this  Buifneffe,  Rollons  do  that  which  yee  wifli  be 

done. 

Three  people  have  as  many  times  got  and  forgone  this  fliore^ 
It  refteth  now  yee  conquer  it  not  to  be  conquered  more: 
For  Normane  and  the  Saxon  blood  conjoyning,  as  it  may, 
From  that  coniorted  feede  the  Crowne.ihall  never  palfe  awayv 
Before  us  are  our  armed  foes,  behind  us  are  the  feas, 
On  either  fide  the  foe  hath  holdes  of  fuccour  and  for  eafe  : 
But  that  advantage  Iball  returne  tbeir  difadvantage  thus, 
Jf  ye  obferve  no  more  is  left  the  which  may  flicker  us, 
And  fo  hold  out  amidft  the  rough  whil'ft  they  hale  in  for  lee, 
"\yhereas,  whil'fl  men  fecureiy  fayie,  not  feidome  Ihipwracks 

bee, 

What. 


SPEECHES.  12? 

What  fliould  I  cite  your  patted  acfo,  or  tedioufly  incence 
To  prefent  armes ;    your  faces  fiievv  your  hearts   conceive 

offence, 

Yea,  even  your  courages  devine  a  conquefl  not  to  faile. 
Hope  then  your  Duke   doth  prophecie,  and  in  that  hope 

prevaile. 
A  people  brave,  a  terren  Heaven,  both  objects  worth  your 

warres, 
Shall  be  the  prizes  of  your  prow's,  and  mount  your  fame 

to  Starres. 
Let  not  a  Tray  tor's  perjur'd  Sonne   extrude  us  from  our 

right : 
Jle  dyes  tp  live  a  famous  life,  that  doth  for  conquefl:  fight." 

Warner's  Albion's  Engl. 
22  Chap.  4  B.  1602.  Ed. 


N  O  R  F  O  L  K's  Soliloquy  before  the  Battle  of 
B  O  S  W  O  R  T  H. 


**  TF  all  the  Campe  prove  traytours  to  my  Lord, 

•-  Shall  fpotlefle  Norfolke  falfifie  his  word  ? 
Mine  oath  is  pail,  I  fvvore  t'  uphold  his  crowne, 
And  that  (hall  fwim,  or  I  with  it  will  drovvne.     -, 
It  is  too  late  now  to  difpute  the  right, 
Dare  any  tongue,  fince  Yorke  ipread  forth  his  light, 
Northumberland,  or  Buckingham  defame, 
Two  valiant  Cliffords,  Roo^  or  Beaumont's  name, 

<•  Becaufe 
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Beeaufe  they  in  the  weaker  quarrell  die  ? 
They  had  the  King  with  them,  and  fo  have  I, 
But  ev'ry  eye  the  face  of  Richard  Ihunnes, 
For  that  foule  murder  of  his  brother's  fonnes  : 
Yet  iawes  of  Knighthood  gave  me  not  a  fword 
To  ftrike  at  him,  whom  all  with  joint  accord 
Have  made  my  Prince,  to  whom  I  tribute  bring  : 
I  hate  his  vices,  but  adore  the  King. 
Victorious  Edward,  if  thy  foule  can  heare 
Thy  fervant  Howard,  I  devoutly  fweare, 
That  to  have  fav'd  thy  children  from  that  day, 
My  hopes  on  earthe  fhould  willingly  decay; 
Would  Glouceiler  then,  my  perfe6t  faith  had  tryed, 
And  made  two  graves,  when  noble  Haftings  died." 

Bofworth  Field,  p.  ;« 


King  RICHARD'S    Speech. 


...  ,     ..  "  M  Y  fellow  Souldiers,  though  your  fvvords 

Are  fharpe,  and  need  not  whetting  by  my  words ; 

Yet  call  to  minde  thofe  many  glorious  dayes, 

In  which  we  treafur'd  up  immortal  prayie. 

If  when  I  lerv'd,  I  ever  fled  from  foe, 

Fly  ye  from  mine,  let  me  be  puniflit  io : 

But  if  my  Father,  when  at  firft  he  try'd 

}Jow  all  his  fonnes  could  Ihining  blades  abide, 

Found  me  an  Eagle,  whofe  undazled  eyes 

AtiVoiit  the  beamt- s,  which  from  the  fteele  avife, 

And  if  1  now  in  action  teach  the  fame, 

Know  then,  ye  have  but  chang'd  your  Generall's  name* 

i  Be 
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Be  ftill  yourfelves,  ye  fight  againft  the  drofle 
Of  thofe,  that  oft  have  rnnne  from  yon  with  loffe. 
How  many  Somerfets,  dhTentions  brands, 
Have  felt  the  force  of  our  revengefull  hands ! 
From  whome  this  Youth,  as  from  a  princely  floud, 
Derives  his  belt,  yet  not  untainted  bloud. 
Have  our  aflaults  made  Lancafter  to  droupe  ? 
And  fliall  this  Welfhman  with  hjis  ragged  troupe 
Subdue  the  Norman  and  the  Saxon  line, 
That  onely  Merlin  may  be  thought  divine  ? 
See  what  a  guide  thefe  fugitives  have  chofe, 
Who,  bred  among  the  French,  our  ancient  foes, 
Forgets  the  Englifh  language,  and  the  ground, 

knowes  not  what  our  drums  and  trumpets  found  !" 

Sir  J.  Peaumont's 
Lond.  Ed.  1629 


Earl   R  I  C  H  M  O  N  D?s    Speech. 


?'  TT  is  in  vaine,  brave  friends,  to  fhew  the  right 
•*•  Which  we  are  forc'd  to  feeke  by  civill  fight. 
Your  fwords  are  brandifht  in  a  noble  caufe, 
To  free  your  Country  from  a  Tyrant's  javves. 
What  angry  Planet,  what  difaftrous  figne 
Diredls  Plantagenet's  afflicted  line  ? 
Ah,  was  it  not  enough,  that  mutuall  rage 
In  deadly  battels  mould  this  race  ingage, 
Till  by  their  blowes  themfelves  they  fewer  make. 
And  pillers  fall,  which  France  could  never  make?, 

But 
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But  muft  this  crooked  Monfter  now  be  found, 
'To  lay  rough  hands  on  that  unclofed  wound  ? 
His  fecret  plots  hare  much  increafl  the  flood, 
He,  with  bis  brother's,  and  his  nephewes  blood, 
Hath  ftain'd  the  bright nefle  of  his  Father's  flowres, 
And  made  his  own  white  Rofe  as  red  as  ours. 
This  is  the  day,  \vhofe  fplendour  puts  to  flight 
Obfcuring  clouds,  and  brings  an  age  of  light. 
We  fee  no  hindrance  of  thofe  wifhed  times, 
But  this  Ufurper,  whofe  depreffing  crimes 
Will  drive  him  from  the  mountaine  where  he  {lands, 
So  that  he  needs  muft  fall  without  our  hands. 
In  th  ;s  we  happy  are,  that  by  our  armes 
Both  Yorke  and  Lancafter  revenge  their  harmes. 
Here  Henry's  fervants  joyne  with  Edward's  friends, 
/And  leave  their  priyat  griefes  for  publicke  ends.'* 

Sir  J. 
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S  P  E  E  C  H  of,  V  O  A  D  A,  Queen  of  the 
BRITTONS,  before  the  Battle  with  the 
ROMA  JNf  S. 


MY  ftate  and  fex,  not  hand  or  hart,  moft  valiant  Friends, 
with-hild 

Me  (wretched  caufe  of  your  repaire,  by  wicked  Romans  il'd) 
From  that  revenge  which  I  do  wifti,  and  ye  have  caufe  to 

worke : 

In  which  fuppofe  not  Voada  in  female  feares  to  lurke. 
For,  loe,  myielfe,  unlike  myfelfe,  and  thefe  fame  Ladies  faire 
In  armor,  not  to  flirinke  an  ynch  wheare  hotteft  doings  are. 
Even  we  do  dare  to  bid  the  bafe,  and  you  yourfelves  mall  fee 
Your  felves  to  come  behind  in  armes :  the  Romaines   too 

that  be 

Such  Conquerors,  and  valiantlie  can  womankind  opprefle, 
Shall  know  that  Brittifli  women  can  the  Romifh  wrongs  re- 

drefle. 

Then  arme  ye  with  like  courages  as  Ladies  fliall  prefent, 
Whom  ye,  nor  wounds,  nor  death,  the  praife  of  onfet  lhall 

prevent. 

Nor  envie  that  our  martiall  rage  exceeds  your  manly  ire, 
For  by  how  much  more  we  endure,  fo  much  more  we  defire 
Revenge,  on  thofe  in  whofe  default  we  are  unhallowed  thus, 
Whilft  they  forget  themfelves  for  men,  or  to  be  borne  of  us : 

Ye 


i26  S    P'  E    E    C    H    E  '& 

Ye  yeeld  them  tribute,  and  from  us  their  Legions  have  theii 

pay; 
Thus  were  too  much,  but  more  then  thus,  the  haughtic 

Tirant'S  fway  ; 
That  I  am  Queene  from  being  wrong'd   doth  nothing  me] 

protect : 

Their  rapes  againft  my  Daughters  both  I  alfo  might  object  : 
They  maydes  deflower,  they  wives  enforce,  and  ufe  their  wife) 

in  all, 

And  yeat  we  live,  defferring  fight,  inferring  fo  our  fall. 
But  valiant  Brutons,  ventfous  Scots,  and  warlike  Pichts,  I 

erre, 

Exhorting  whom  I  fliould  dehort,  your  fiearcenes  to  deferre : 
LelTe  courage  more   confiderate  would  make  your  foes"  to  |» 

quake  : 
My  heart  hath  joy'd  to  fee  your  hands  the  Romaine  flandards  I. 

take. 
Jjut  when  as  force   and  fortune  fail'd,  that  you  with  teeth  | 

mould  fight, 

And  in  the  faces  of  their  Foes  your  women,  in  defpight, 
Shculd  fling  their  fuckling  Babes,  I  hild  fuch  valiantnes  but 

vaine  : 

Info  reed  flight  is  no  difgrace,  fuch  flyers  fight  againe. 
Here  are  ye,  Scots,  that  with  the  King,  my  valiant  Brother 

dead, 
The  Latines,  wondring  at  your  provves,  through  Rome  hi 

triumph  led : 
Ye  Mars-ftar'd  Pichtes  of  Scythian  breed  are  here  colleagues,' 

and  more, 

Ye  Dardane  Brutes,  lad  named,  but  in  valour  meant  before  : 
In  your  conduit,  moil  knightly  Friends,  I  fuperieade  the 

reft: 

Ye  come  to  fight,  and  we  in  fight  to  hope  and  helpe  our  beft." 

vWarnerys  Alb.  Engrf 
Chap.  18.  B.  3.  1602* 
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MUTIUS   SC^SVOLA   to   PORSENNA 


*<  T>EHOLD,  grim  Tyrant,  here  before  thee  Hands 
A  man  had  been  thy  death,  had  not  thefe  hands 
Prov'd  traitours  to  my  mind :  had  made  that  grave 
Been  thine,  which  now's  prepared  for  thy  flave. 
If  Scaevola  muft  undergo  death's  doom, 
There's  none  but  will  write  guiltlefle  on  Bis  tomb ; 
I  fet  upon  with  fearleile  courage  thofe 
Who  were  our  Capitols,  our  Countrie's  foes. 
Why  are  the  Heavens  then  thus  againft  me  bent ; 
And  not  propitious  to  my  brave  intent : 
What,  are  the  Gods  afliam'd  to  lend  their  aid  ; 
Or  are  they  of  this  Tyrant's  pow'r  afraid  ? 
Or  have  the  Fates  referved  him  that  he 
In  future  triumphs  might  a  trophic  be  ? 
Whate'er  'twas  made  them  thus  'gainft  me  confpire,- 
It  grieves  my  foul  it  had  not  its  defire. 
Etruria,  fee  what  fouls  the  Romans  bear, 
Admire  the  noble  a&s  the  Latians  dare  ; 
Long  after  me  that  will  this  fa6t  yet  do, 
There  comes  an  other  and  an  other  too  ; 
There  want  not  thole  who  hope  to  fay  they  wore 
A  lawrel  died  in  thy  crimion  gprs ; 
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What  though  thy  camp  lies  free  from  our  alarms^ 
And  ipoils  pur  fields  with  unrevenged  harms  ; 
We  fcorn  with  baler  blood  to  fhun  a  dart, 
O  King,  that's  onely  level'd  at  thy  heart  : 
Our  nobler  fwords  will  drink  the  blood  of  none, 
But  thy  heart-blood,  Porfenna,  thine  alone  j 
Thofe  who  their  hands  will  ftrait  in  it  imbrue, 
Walk  intermixed  with  thy  armed  crew. 
iMethinks  I  fee  at  prefent  one  thee  note, 
"Who  It  rait  wil  hide  his  weapon  in  thy  throat ; 
Hence,  therefore,  think  each  hovver  of  thy  breath, 
To  be  t!V  afiured  hovver  of  thy  death  ; 
Thou  doft  with  warlike  troups  our  wals  furroundj 
Hoping  to  lay  them  level  with  the  ground, 
And  thinkft  to  famifh  us,  whilit  o'er  thy  he"ad, 
Hangs  a  revengeful  arm  will  tfrike  thee  dead  j 
That  glorious  diadem  which  now  I  fee 
Circles  thy  brow,  was  hop'd  a  fpoil  by  inee; 
That  purple  robe  invefts  thy  loins  dial  lie, 
Thy  blood  be  tinged  in  a  deeper  ciy  : 
That  very  icepter  which  thy  hand  iuftains, 
Shal,  turn'd  a  club,  dafli  out  thy  curfed  brains ; 
Now  rule,  now  lord  and  king  it,  with  this  fate, 
Expecting  (till  the  period  of  thy  date. 
Methinks  I  fee  how  on  thy  curled  brow, 
Self-rendring  Vengeance  fits  enthron'd,  and  how 
Thy  thoughts  already  tear  me ;  yet  I  feel 
No  horror,  nor  my  frighted  body  reel, 
No  trembling  in  my  joynts ;  know,  king,  lean 
Both  do  and  fuffer  bove  the  reach  of  man  : 
In  free  born  fouls  pale  terror  never  flood 
In  competion  with  their  Countries  good ; 
Thofe  fouls  in  whom  afpiring  fame  her  fphear 
Hath  plac't,  neglect  the  precipice  of  fear  ; 
This  f acred  altar,  thefe  pure  fires  fhall  be 
Witnefles'of  our  undaunted  conilancy; 

Thisi 


SPEECHES. 

This  hand  to  Roman  freedom  fo  unjuft, 
Shall  for  its  penance  be  confum'd  to  dull ; 
Nor  is  it  cruel,  but  mod  right  its  doom, 
Since  liberty  it  could  not  yield  to  Rome." 


John  Dancer's  Poems, 
Ed.  1660. 


A  Reconciliation  effected  between  the  two  bro 
thers,  BRENN  and  BELINE,  at  the  interceflion  of 
their  Mother  CONUVENNA. 


*'  T  Dare  to  name  ye  Scenes,  becaufe  I  am  your  Mother,  yet 
•••  I  doubt  to  tearme  you  Brothers  that  doe  brotherhood 

forget. 
Thefe  prodigies,  their  wrothfull  fhields,  forbodden  foe  to 

foe, 

Doe  ill  beieeme  allyed  hands,  even  yours  allyed  foe. 
iO,  how  feeme  Oedipus  his  Sonnes  in  you  againe  to  ftrive  ? 
How  feeme  thefe  fwords  in  me  (aye  me)  Jocaila  to  revive  ?* 
I  would  Dunwallo  lived,  or  ere  death,  had  loft  againe 
His  Monarchic,  fufficiug  fojver,  but  now  too  fmail  for'twaine. 
Then  either  would  you,  as  did  he,  imploy  your  wounds  elf- 

wheare : 
Or  for  the  fmalnes  of  your  power,  agree  at  leafl  for  feare. 

VOL.  II.  £  But 
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But  pride  of  ritch  and  romefome  Thrones,  that  wingeth  pp>v 

your  darts, 

It  will  (1  would  not  as  I  feare)  worke  forrow  to  your  harts. 
My  Sonnes,  fweet  Sonnes,  attend  my  words,  your  Mother's 

wordes  attend, 

And  for  I  am  your  Mother,  doe  conclude  I  am  your  frend  : 
\  cannot  couniell,  but  intreate,  nor  yet  I  can  intreate 
But  as  a  woman,  and  the  fame  whole  blood  was  once  your 

meate : 
Hence  had  ye  milke  (fhe  baerd  her  paps)  thefe  armes  did 

hug  ye  oft : 
Thefe  fyled  hands  did  wipe,  did  wrap,  did  rocke,  and  lay  ye 

foft: 
Thefe  lips  did  kifie,  or  eyes  did  weep,  if  that  ye  were  im- 

queat, 
Then  ply  1  did,  with  fong,  or  fighes,  with  dance,  with  tung, 

or  teate : 
For  thefe  kind  caufes,  deere  my  Sonnes,  difarme  yourfelves  :"J 

if  not, 
Then  for  thefe  bitter  teares  that  now  your  Mother's  cheekes  I 

do  ipot : 
Oft  urge  I  Sonnes  and  Mothers  names,  names  not  to  be  I 

•forgot. 
Send  hence  thefe  Souldiers :  yee,  my  Sons,  and  none  but  yee 

mould  light : 
When  none   Ihould  rather  be   as  one,   if  Nature   had  h 

right. 
What  comfort,  Beline,  fhall  I  fpeede  ?  fweete  Brenn  fhall  I 

prevaile  ? 
Say  yea,  fweete  Youthes,  ah  yea,  fay  yea :  or  if  I  needes  muft 

faile, 

Say  noe  :  and  then  will  I  begin  your  battell  with  my  baile, 
Then  then  lome  Granger,  not  my  Sonnes,  fhall  clofe  me  in  the 

Earth 
When  we  by  armor  over  foone  lhall  meet,  I  feare,  in  death." 

This 
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This  fayd,  with  gwlhing  teares  eftfoones  fhe  plyes  the  one 

and  other, 
Till  both  did  ftiew  themfelves  at  length  Sonnes  worthy  fuch  a 

Mother : 
And  with  thole  hands,  thofe  altred  hands,  that  lately  threatned 

bloes, 
They  did  embrace:   becomming  thus  continuall  friends  of 

foes, 

Warner,  Alb.  Eng. 
Chap.  i6.B.  3. 
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Page  2.        Wring  her  white  hands,  &<x 

Thus  Johnfon.  Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  from  Beauty  fpring ; 
And  Sedley  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  the  King. 

Vanity  of  Hum.  Witfi. 

See  likewife  page  67,  where  Rofaraond  has  the  fame  reflection. 

Page  4.  Thefe  lines  of  Fletcher  are  a  paraphrafe,  or  rather  tranflation 
from  Boethius.  The  whole  defcription  is  forcible :  fome  of  the  circum- 
fiances  perhaps  are  heightened  too  much  ;  but  it  is  the  fault  of  this  writer 
to  indulge  himfelf  in  every  aggravation  that  Poetry  allows,  and  to  flretcty 
his  prerogative  of  "  quidlibet  audendi"  to  the  utmoft.  This  fubjedl,  verfi- 
fied  in  a  very  inferior  ftyle,  occurs  in  his  Poetical  Mifcellanies,  p.  79,  fub- 
joined  to  the  P.  Ifland. — For  the  effects  of  mufic  on  the  Infernal  Regions  it 
may  be  almoft  impertinent  to  refer  the  reader  fo  the  ftory  of  Orpheus,  4 
Georg.  Virgil ;  and  the  very  mafterly  introduction  of  it  by  Pope  in  his  Ode 
on  St.  Cecilia  s  Day.  The  fame  effect  is  represented  by  Horace  as  produced 
by  the  harps  of  Sappho  and  Alcaeus,  z  Lib.  13  Od.  33.  See  alfo  his  Ode  to 
Mercury,  3  Lib.  n  Od.  15.  &c.  See  likewife  Milton's  P.  Loft^  z  B.  546. 

Page  6.  This  defcription  was  immediately  taken  from  Spenfer's  Bower 
of  Blifs,  F.  Queen.  1 1  B.  1-2  Canto ;  upon  ideal  Paradifes  of  the  kind,  the 
beft  Pacts  in  almoft  all  ages  and  nations  have  lavifhed  their  defcriptiv* 
powers.  Homer  has  his  Gardens  of  Alcinous,  and  Virgil  his  Elyfium, 
Ariofto  his  Ifland  of  Alcina,  and  Taffo  his  Garden  of  Armida,  Camoens  his 
Garden  of  Venus,  Marino  his  Gardens  of  Adonis,  and  laftly,  Du  Bartas  and 
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Milton  their  Gardens  of  Eden.  Thofe  who  wifh  for  minute  and  deferimi- 
native  information  on  this  fubjedl,  are  referred  to  Mickle's  Differtatioi*. 
See  Lufiad,  page  424. 

Yet  fately  portanctf  &c. 
Thus  Milton  of  Eve, 


She  Delia's  felf 


In  gait  furpafs'd,  and  Goddefs-like  deport.        B  9.  P.  L.  3$$. 
There  port  was  more  than  human,  as  they  flood.        Comus,  197. 

Page  7.        The  inner  portch  feem'd  entrance  to  intice. 

See  Spenfer,  St.  LIU.  L1V.  n  B.  iz  Cant, 

Page  8.        \Vh\chJittfiJied  the  roofs  with  painted  colour. 

A  word  in  ufe  amongft  the  Poets  of  that  day.  Drayton  has  it  in  his  Legend 
of  Matilda: 

By  him  who  ftrives  tojltlllfy  her  name. 
Again  in  Drummond  : 

With  rofes  here  (he  JlelfifyeJ  the  ground.  Son.  41. 

Jetting  Jacks.  The  word  jetting  feldom  occurs  applied  to  a  perfon;  it 
feems  here  to  imply  that  reftlefs  and  unfettled  itate  peculiar  to  idlenefo-  It 
is  ufed  by  Quarles,  defcribing  the  Haggard :  he  fays,  that  ifte 

Jets  oft  from  perch  to  perch—  i  Emb.  3  B'. 

Sylvefter  in  his  tranflation  of  Du.  Bartas,  has  borrowed  many  of  Niccol's 
lines  from  this  defcription,.  which  he  has  printed  with  very  flight  alterations, 
and  amongft  other  expreflions  he  applies  this  to  Vice.  It  will  be  fufficient 
to  refer  to  the  paffage,  fee  Fol.  Edit..  1641.  Lond.  p.  101.  Jacks  is  a  com 
mon  expreffion  denoting  contempt  with  our  older  writers.  Thus  in  the 
Mirror  for  Magiflrates  we  meet  with 

No  golden  churle,  no  elbow -vantihg  Jackt.  p.  565. 

We  ftill  fay  contemptuously,  "  a  Jack  in  Office." 
Page  9. flickering  eye. 

A  very  expreffive  epithet ;  it  is  ufed  by  Dyer  in  his  truly  daflical  Poem, 
the  Fleece,  to  denote  the  tremulous  and  fluctuating  motion  of  the  waves: 

Till,  rifing  o'er  the  flickering  wave,  the  Cape 
OfFinefterre,  &c.  4  B. 

The  concluding  circumftances  of  this  Piece  are  literally  taken  from  Spen 
fer,  vvhofe  exquifite  lines  will  not  it  is  hoped,  be  confidered  as  unneceiiarjr 
kcre. 

Eftfoon* 


NOTES. 

Eftfoons  they  heard  a  moft  melodious  found 
Of  all  that  mote  delight  a  dainty  ear, 
Such  as  at  once  might  not  on  living  ground, 
•Save  in  this  Paradife,  be  heard  elfewhere: 
Right  hard  it  was  for  wight  which  did  i 
To  read  what  manner  mufick  that  mote  be  j 
For  all  that  pleafmg  is  to  living  ear, 
Was  there  conforted  in  one  harmony, 
Birds,  voices,  inftruments,  winds,  waters,  all  agree, 

The  joyous  birds,  fhrouded  in  chearful  fnade, 
Their  notes  unto  the  voice  attemp'red  fweet; 
Th*  angelical  foft-trembling  voices  made 
To  th'  inftruments  divine  refpondence  meet  : 
The  filver-founding  inftruments  did  meet 
With  the  bafe  murmur  of  the  waters  fall  : 
The  waters  fall  with  difference  difcreet, 
Now  foft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call  i 
The  gentle-warbling  wind  low  anfwered  to  all.  LXX.  LXXt. 

P.  10.  In  the  edition  of  Chrift's  Victory,  together  with  the  Purple  If- 
land,  in  1783,  many  unwarrantable  liberties  are  taken  with  the  text,  nor  is 
the  leaft  apology  for  the  proceeding  offered,  or  even  the  circumftanc«  'tfelf 
mentioned.  In  almoft  every  page  injuries  are  done  to  the  fenfe,  where  im 
provements  were  intended.  The  republicition  feems  to  have  originated 
from  a  Letter  of  Harvey's  (fee  Let.  LI.  2  vol.),  and  to  have  been  executed 
upon  the  ridiculous  plan  he  there  propofes.  Now  it  is  the  indifpenfahle 
duty  of  every  Editor  of  an  ancient  poet,  to  exhibit  the  fpelling  of  his  author 
in  the  exact  ftate  in  which  he  found  it,  (unlefs  indeed  in  fuch  words  as  are 
evidently  miftakes  of  the  prefs,)  in  order  that  the  reader  may  trace  the 
progrefs  of  orthography,  together  with  that  of  Poetry.  Where  this  prac 
tice  is  not  obferved,  a  republication  is  not  merely  imperfedl  but  dangerous, 
t  as  it  leads  to  an  infinity  of  miftakes,  and  can  anfwer  no  poifible  end  but  that 
of  multiplying  the  number  of  our  books  without  adding  to  the  fources  of  our 
information.  Whoever  therefore  takes  up  the  edition  alluded  to  for  the  pur- 
pofes  of  enjoying  ths  poetry,  making  an  extract,  or  a  reference,  can  never 
be  fafe  as  to  the  authenticity  of  a  angle  ftanza.  A  neat  republication  of  all 
Giles  and  Phineas  Fletcher's  Poetry  from  the  old  editions  faithfully  re- 
,  printed,  is  much  wanted. 


full  day. 

G.  Fletcher  has  a  fimilar  term  in  the  fame  Poem.  01.41  Stan. 
As  when  the  cheerfull  funne  damping  wide. 

It  is  in  vain  to  fearch  for  either  of  thefe  expreffions  in  the  Modem  Editioa, 
as  they  are  there  thus  altered  : 

As  when  the  cheerfull  fun,  light  fpreading  wide. 

37SC,C,i.Mod.Ed. 
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Keeping  back  joyful  day.  • 

Drummond  in  his  profe  works  ufes  evaniJJnng.  See  p.  zi2.  Edirt.  Edit, 
"  Riches  being  momentary  and  evanifting." 

The  moft  material  features  of  this  defcription  are  taken  from  Spenfer. 
F.  Queen.  B.  i.  C.  9.  Stan.  33,  36.  This  is  a  curious  inftance  of  Flagiarifm, 
and  ferves  to  fhew  us  what  little  ceremony  the  Poets  of  that  day  laboured- 
under  in  pilfering  from  each  other.  The  reader  will  be  amply  repaid  for 
his  trouble  in  turning  to  the  paffage  in  Spenfer,  who  feerns  to  have  put  fortli 
all  his  ftrength  to  render  the  picture  complete,  and  it  is  in  delineations  of 
fuch  a  hue  that  he  peculiarly  excells.  The  limits  of  my  book  will  not  per 
mit  me  to  quote  the  paflfage  at  length.  See  alfo  Britannia's  Paftorals  by 
Browne,  vol.  I.  p.  162,  Thorrip.  Edit. 

Page  13.    And  on  their  mafts  where  oft  the  fhip-boy  Hood, 

Some  wearyed  crow  is  fet. 
This  Image  reminds  us  of  a  very  fpirited  paffage  in  Churchill : 

Let  cormorants  in  churches  make  their  neft, 

And  on  the  fails  of  Commerce  bitterns  reft.  GOTHAMS 


intreating  at  his  doore 


For  feme  reliefs  whom  he  fecured  before — 

a  finking  circumftance,  perfectly  fimilar  to  a-  well-known  pafiage  of 
Young : 

Some  for  hard  mafters,  broken  under  arms, 

In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 

Beg  bitter  bread  thro'  realms  their  valour  fav'd.  Night  I» 

Page    5.    Wifhing  for  death,  and  yet  he  could  not  die. 

Prayers  are  idle,  Death  is  woo'd  in  vain  ; 
In  midft  of  death  poore  wretches  long  to  die. 

See  Purple  ifland,.C.  6.  St.  37. 

No  Poet  has  exceeded  Milton  on  this  fubject,  whofe  lines  are  &r  too  well- 
known  to  be  here  quoted : 

His  cap  borne  \»p  with  ftaring  of  his  hairei 
A  very  original  incident. 

Mr.  Hogarth,  in  his  figure  of  Richard  the  Third,  in  the  Tent  Scene,  hat ; 
reprefented  the  ring  of  the  Tyrant  a^  having  ftarted  beyond  the  joint  of  his 
finger  with  the  violent  agitation  of  his  frame.  The  incident  is  fuch  as  a 
man  of  genius  only  could  have  conceived,  though  many  look  at  the  picture 
without  attending  to  the  fublimity  of  it. 

Page  17. the  ilill  night's  ftere  was  he. 

j.  e.  companion.     Shakfpeare's  eulogium  on  Sleep  deferves  a  place  ber« 
MG  well  for  its  beauty  as  its  refcmbUincc.  iu  fome  degree  to  Suck v ills'* : 

the 
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the  innocent  Sleep, 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravel'd  fleave  of  Care, 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  fore  labour's  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  Nature's  fecond  courfe, 
Chief  nourifher  in  Life's  feafl.  MACBETH* 

Page  r8.  The  infirmities  of  Age  are  no  where  more  emphatically  enu 
merated  than  in  Juvenal,  10  Sat.  190,  &c.  Churchill,  \vho  has  an  exclu- 
five  right  to  the  title  of  the  Britilh  Juvenai.  has  fome  good  lines  on  this 
fubject.  See  his  Gotham,  B.  i.  p.  11,  12.  3  vol. 

Page  22.     And  Priam  eke  in  vaine,  &c. 

The  death  of  Polites,  2  JEn.  526,  557.  Virgil.  Which  affords  art  excellent 
fubject  for  a  picture  ;  but  the  Poet  in  his  general  account  of  the  facking  of 
Troy,  preceding  this  particular  defcription,  has  a  circumftance  relative  to- 
the  death  of  Old  Priam  not  iufficiently  attended  to  as  a  beauty,  yet  eminently 
fine,  and  which  is  one  of  thofe  few  flrokes  that  at  once  evince  the  fuperi- 
ority  of  Poetry  over  Painting  : 

Vidi  Hecubam,  centumque  nurus  Priaraumque  per  aras 
Sanguine  faedantem,  quo*  tpje  facraverat  ignes.  501: 

A  ikilful  Painter  might  have  judicioufly  felected  a  few  o-f  the  moft  interefting, 
and  moft  melancholy  fpectncles  of  the  night  >  he  might,  by  a  proper  difpoii- 
tion  of  them,  have  fuccefsfully  conveighed  to  our  minds  the  diftrefs  of 
Hecuba  and  her  female  attendants,  at  the  fight  of  Pyrrhus  and  the  two  fons 
of  Atreus ;  all  our  finer  feelings  might  have  been  fully  excited  by  the  dead 
Body  of  Priam  himfelf,  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  :  but  to  have  tolJ  us,  that 
this  very  altar  to  which  he  had  vainly  fled  for  protection,  and  nenr  which* 
he  now  lay  dead,  had  formerly,  in  the  hour  of  peace  and  profpenty,  beer* 
confecrated  by  his  own  hand,  would  have  baffled  the  powers  of  his  pencil, 
and  have  forced  from  him  a  confeffion  to  this  effect ;  "  Nobis  non  licet  eife 
tarn  difertis !"  Dr.  Blair  in  his  Lectures  on  Rhetoric,  in  his  remarks  on 
Virgil's  talents  for  poetical  defcription,  expreflly  felects  this  paifage,  and 
obferves,  that  "  The  death  of  Piiam,  especially,  may  be  fingled  out  as  a, 
matter-piece  of  defcription."  Vol.  III.  169.  but  this  the  molt  material 
eircumftance  feems  to  have  efcaped  him : 


Page  25. 


ordain'd  to  be 


A  lafting  fame  to  Edward's  victory. 


His  crefl  was  three  oflnch  feathers ;  and  his  motto,  thefe  German 
words,  Icb  dien,  J  frr-ve,  which  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  his  fuccellbrs 
adopted  in  memorial  of  this  great  victory.  HUME. 

Page  26.     Antonio  Dorta.     SPEED. 

Page  27.  In  the  time  of  May  a  variety  of  words  were  unfettled  as  to 
their  accent,  and  were  ufecl  either  fhort  or  long,  according  to  the  will  or 
necefiity  of  the  Poet.  For  inftance : 

By  this  ftrict  meanes  were  more  afcertaiu'dtliete. 

Muft  fsntribuie  to  Phalip's  overthrow.  ?age  26. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  BroWne's  Paftorals : 

Not  that  by  mindes  commercr,  and  joint  eflate.        B.  I,  Song  2* 
In  three  Battalia's,  &c.  &c. 

Holinlhed's  account  of  the  difpofition  of  the  Englifh  Army,  is  as  fol 
lows — u  Then  he  crdeined  three  battels,  in  the  firft  was  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  with  him  the  Earl  of  Warwicke,  the  Lord  Godfrey  of  Have- 
court,  the  Lord  S' afford,  the  Lord  de  la  Ware,  the  Lord  Bourchier,  the 
Lord  Thomas  Clifford,  the  Loid  Riginald  Cobham,  the  Lord  Thomas  Hol 
land,  Sir  John  Chandos,  Sir  Bartholomew  Browafh,  Sir  Robert  NeviH'. 
They  were  eight  hundred  men  of  armes,  and  two  thoufand  archers,  and  a 
thoufandof  others,  with  the  Wellhmen.  In  the  fecond  battell  was  the  Earle 
of  Northampton,  the  Earle  of  Arundell,  the  Lords  Ros  and  Willowbie, 
Baflet,  S.  Albine,  Multon,  and  others.  Thethirdbattel  the  King  led  him- 
felfe,  ha  'ing  with  him  feven  hundred  men  of  armes,  and  two  thoufand 
archers ;  and  in  the  other  battell  even  to  the  number  of  eight  thoufand  men 
of  armes,  and  twelve  hundred  archers.  Thus  was  the  Englifh  armie  mar- 
flialled  according  to  the  report  of  Froiffard."  Chron.  p.  371. 

Page  28.        Darke  grew  the  troubled  ayre,  &c.  &c. 

Both  Speed  and  Holinlhed  mention  this.  The  following  extract  is  from 
the  latter  :  "  Alfo  at  the  fame  inftant  there  fell  a  great  raine,  and  an 
eclipfe  with  a  terrible  thunder,  and  before  the  raine  there  came  flieng  oves 
both  armies  a  great  number  of  crowes,  for  feare  of  the  tempeft  coming." 
P.  372. 

Twixt  both  the  Marfhalls,  &c.  &c. 

Thus  placed  to  the  bed  advantage,  King  Edward  vifiteth  the  ranckes  irr 
perfon,  riding  upon  a  pleafant  hobby  (having  onely  a  white  rod  in  his 
hand,  as  if  he  would  chaftife  fortune)  betweene  the  two  Mnrfhalis  of  his 
field  :  whofe  very  prefence,  with  a  few  feafonable  and  unenforced  words 
on  behalfe  of  God  and  his  right,  in  fleeJ  of  long  orations,  did  infpire  the 
fainteft  hearts  among  them  withfrelheft  vigour  and  alacritie.  SPEED,  577 

Page  32.        Horror  in  all  her  faddeft  fhapes  appear'd. 

Sir  P.  Sidney  has  a  very  fublime  description  of  a  field  of  Battle :  "  And 
now  the  often  changing  fortune  began  alfo  to  change  the  hue  of  the  battels  ; 
for,  at  the  firft,  though  it  were  terrible,  yet  terror  was  decked  fo  bravely 
•with  rich  furniture,  gilt  fwords,  fhining.  armours,  pleafant  pencils,  that 
the  eye  with  delight  had  fcarce  leifure  to  be  afraid  :  but  now  all  univerfally 
denied  with  duft,  broken  armour,  mangled  bodies,  took  away  the  mafk, 
and  jet  forth  Horror  in  bit  diva  horrible  manner. 

Pemb.  Arcadia,  B.  III.  446. 

Page  33.        But  moft  the  vvarrelike  Monarch  of  Boheme,  &c.  &c. 

The  circumftance  of  his  valiant  death,  and  the  flight  of  his  fon,  is  thug 
mentioned  by  Holinihed  :• — The  valiant  king  of  Bohem  being  aim  oft  blind, 
caufed  his  men  to  faften  all  the  reins  of  the  bridels  of  their  horfes  ech  to 
other,  and  fo  he  being  himielfe  amongft  them  in  the  foremofl  ranke,  they 
ran  on  their  enemies.  The  lord  Charles  of  lioheme,  fonne  Co  the  fame 

king, 
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lung,  and  late  elected  emperonr,  came  in  good  order  to  the  battel  y  but 
when  he  faw  how  the  matter  went  awrie  on  their  part,  he  departed  and 
favcd  himfelf.  His  father,  by  the  means  aforefaid,  went  fo  far  forward, 
that,  joining  with  his  enemies,  he  fought  right  valiantlie,  and  fo  did  all  hi* 
companie  :  hut  finallie  heing  entred  within  the  preafe  of  their  enemies, 
they  were  of  them  inclofed  and  flaine,  together  with  the  king  their  maf- 
ter,  and  the  next  dale  found  dead,  lieng  about  him,  and  their  horfes  all  tied 
ech  to  other.  P.  372. 

\  The  attitude  May  has  reprefented  the  brave  old  King  as  found  in,  is  a 
rery  fine  one  : 

Kit  cold  dead  band  d'<d  yet  that  Jivo^d  retaint 
Which  living  erft  it  did  fo  bravelie  wield. 

One  of  the  fineft  of  the  Marlborough  gems,  a  copy  of  which  collection  was 
fome  fhorf  time  fmce  prefented  by  the  Duke  to  the  Bodleian  Library,  is  a 
dying  Amazon  ;  Ihe  is  drawn  as  juft  falling  from  her  horfe,  and  iupported 
by  an  attendant  in  all  the  languor  of  death,  but  ftill  grafping  her  bow  in 
her  right  hand,  in  the  very  elegant  explanation  that  accompanies  the 
plate  are  thefe  words  :  "  PintbtfiUam  ejje  crediiur  :  ^tue  licet  jpiritum  <?gre 
trabem  nondum  t«men  arcum  e  manu  emi/if,"  48  Gem.  Some  of  the 
moft  remarkable  and  moft  ftriking  beauties  in  Poetry,  Painting,  and 
Statuary,  are  taken  immediately  from  the  agonies  of  Death.  Virgil  has  a 
circumftance  in  this  way  full  of  horrid  mimitenefs,  which  is  by  fome  cou- 
>  idered  as  a  blemilh,  but  furely  too  faftidioufly  : 

Te  decifa  fuum,  Laride,  dextera  quaerit 

Semianimefque  micant  digitiferrumyue  rctraSant.       J£N.  x.  395. 

The  fame  Poet,  in  defcribing  the  arms  of  Minerva,  reprefents  the  Me- 
dufa  on  her  breaft-plate  as  ftill  rolling  its  eyes  after  the  head  is  fevered 
from  the  neck  : 


ipfamque  in  peflore  Dive 


Gorgona,  defefto  vertentem  lumina  co/lo.     JEn.  VIII.  437. 

For  remarks  on  fimilar  fubjecls,  fee  Mr.  Spence's  moft  excellent  Effaf 
•n  the  Odyffey,  p.  44,  45. 

Page  34.  A  moft  compleat  and  glorious  vidlory. 

The  flaughter  of  the  Frenchmen  was  great  and  lamentable,  namelie  for 
the  loife  of  fo  manie  nobleman,  as  were  flaine  at  the  fame  battell,  fought 
between  Creffie  and  Broy  on  the  faturdaie  next  following  the  feaft 
of  Saint  Bartholomew  being  (as  that  yeare  fell)  the  26th.  of  Auguft. 
Among  others  which  died  that  dale,  thefe  I^fuid  regiftered  by  name  as 
cheefeft,  John  King  of  Boheme,  Rafe  Duks  of  Lorraine,  Charles  of 
Alanfo,  brother  germane  to  King  Philip,  Charles  Earle  of  Blois,  Lewis 
Earl  of  Flanders,  allb  the  Earle  of  Harecourt,  brother  to  the  Lord  Geoffri« 
ofHarcourt;  with  the  Earles  of  Auffere,  Aumerle,  and  Saint  Poule,  be«- 
fides  diverfe  other  of  the  nobilitie.  Holinmed's  Chron,  372.  The  num 
ber  of  the  (lain  (according  to  Hume)  was  as  follows ;  "  Cn  the  day  of  battle, 
and  on  the  enfuinc,  there  fell,  by  a  moderate  computation,  izoo  French 

Knights, 
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Knights,  1400  gentlemen,  4000  men  at  arms,  befides  about  30*0*50  of  \ 
inferior  rank." — On  the  fide  of  the  Englifh,  he  fays,  "  there  were  killed 
iu  it  only  oneEfquire,  and  three  Knights,  and  a  very  few  of  inferior  rank-"  \ 
Pages  35  and  36.     Thefe  beautiful  lines  feem  to  have  fuggefted  the  plait 
of  a  moft  exquifite  little  piece  called  "  The  Hawiet,"  by  Mr.  T.  Warton, 
which  contains  fuch  a  felection  of  beautiful  rural  images  as  perhaps   no 
other  poem  of  equal  length  in  our  language  prefents  us  with.     The  latter 
part  of  it  more  clofely  reminds  us  of  Fletcher.     A  fhepherd's  life  is  to  br 
found  in  Spenfer's  Fairy  Queen,  B.  VI.  Cant.  9,  St.  20.     See  likewife  J. 
Sylvefler's  Tranflation  of  Du  Bartas.     Ed.  1641.  page  29,  30. 

Page  3  7.  It  may  not  be  amifs  to  fet  before  the  reader  a  few  extracts  from 
cur  old  Hiftoriaris,  relative  to  the  caftle  of  Nottingham,  and  the  capture 
of  Mortimer  there.  "  There  was  in  the  caftle  of  Nottingham  (and  at  this 
clay  is),  a  certaine  fecret  way  or  mine  cut  through  a  rocke,  upon  which; 
the  faid  caflle  is  built,  one  iifue  whereof  openeth  toward  the  river  Trent, 
•which  runnes  under  it,  and  the  other  venteth  itfelfe  farre  within  upon  the 
fnrface,  and  is  (at  this  prefent)  called  Mortimer's  hole  ;  through  this  the 
young  King,  well  armed  and  ftrongly  feconde'J,  was  conducted  with 
drawne  fwords,  by  fome  his  trufty  and  fworne  fervants  (among  which? 
xvas  that  brave  Montacute,  whom  his  virtues  under  this  King  raifed  to  the' 
Earledome  of  Salifbury,  &c.  &o.)  up  to  the  Queene's  chamber,  whofe 
t'.ore  (fo  fearlefs  is  blinded  affection)  was  unlhnt,  and  with  her  was  Mor 
timer  ready  to  goe  to  bed,  whom,  xvith  the  flaug'iter  of  a  Knight,  and 
one  cr  two  that  refifted,  they  laid  hold  upon.  This  was  not  reputed  a; 
a  flender  enterprife,  in  regard,  that  in  Mortimer's  retinue  were  not  fewer 
(they  lay)  then  one  hundredth  and  fourfcore  Knights/  betides  Efquires  and' 
Gentlemen.  Speed's  Chron.  Ed.  1627,  p.  580." 

Leland,  in  his  Itinerary,  gives  a  very  particular  account  of  the  place, 
but  too  long  for  infertion  here.  What  directly  relates  to  Mortimer  is  this  :* 
"  The  dungeon  or  kepe  of  the  Cartel  ftondith  by  South  and  Eft,  and  is 
exceeding  ftrong  et  natura  ltd  ct  cpere.  Thcr  is  an  old  fair  chapelle,  and 
a  welle  of  a  gret  depthe  ;  and  there  is  alfo  a  chcchlea  with  a  turret  ovetf 
it,  wher  the  kepefs  of  the  Caftella  fay  Edwarde  the  thirdes  band  cam  up 
thorough  the  rok,  and  toke  the  Earle  Mortymer  Prifoner.  Ther  is  yet  a 
fa  ire  ftaire  to  go  downe  by  the  rok  to  the  ripe  of  line."  Hearne's  Edit, 
fol.  3,  1745.  Holinfhed's  account  is  the  following; — In  a  parlement 
holden  at  Notingham,  about  faint  Luke's  tide,  Sir  Roger  Mortimer,  the 
carle  of  March,  was  apprehended  the  feventeenth  day  of  October,  withiit 
the  caftell  of  Notingham,  where  the  king  with  the  two  queenes,  his  mo.-; 
ther  and  his  wife,  and  diverfe  other  were  as  then  lodged,  and  though- the' 
keies  of  the  caftell  of  Notingham  were  dailie  and  nightlie  in  the  cuftodie 
of  the  faid  earle  of  March,  and  that  his  power  was  fuch,  as  it  was  doubted 
how  he  might  be  arreiled  (for  he  had,  as  fome  writers  affirme,  at  that 
prefent  in  retinue  nine  fcore  knights,  befides  efquires,  gentlemen  and" 
yeomen)  yet  at  length  by  the  king's  helpe,  the  lord  William  Montacute, 
the  lord  Humfrie  de  Bohun,  and  his  brother  Sir  William,  the  lo'rd  Rafe 
Stafford,  the  lord  Robert  Clifford,  the  lord  William  Clinton,  the  lord 
John  Nevill  of  Hornbie,  and  diverfe  other,  which  had  accufed  the  faid 
earle  of  March  fur  tne  murther  of  king  Edward  the  fecond,  found  mean* 
by  intelligence  had  with  Sir  William  de  Cland,  conftable  of  the  caftell  of, 

N.ttinghaaj 


NOTES.  141 

aEn,  to  take  the  faid  earle  of  March,  with  his  forme  the  lord  Ro- 
ter  \>r  Geffrey  Mortimer,  and  Simon  Hereford,  with  other.  —  Sir 
iugh  Trnmpington  (or  Turrington  as  fome  copies  have),  that  was  one  of 
rischeefeft  freends,  with  certaine  other,  were  llaine  as  they  were  about  to 
•efift  againft  the  lord  Montacute  and  his  company  in  taking  of  the  faid 
arle.  The  manner  of  his  taking  I  paffe  over,  bicaufe  of  the  diverfitie 
n  report  thereof  by  fundrie  writers.  From  Notingham  he  was  fent 
ip  to  London  with  his  fonne  the  lord  Roger  or  Geoffry  de  Mortimer,  Sir 
Jimon  Bereford,  and  the  other  prifoners,  where  they  were  committed  to 
wifon  in  the  lower.  Shortlie  after  was  a  parlement  called  at  Weftminfter, 
:heefeiie  (as  was  thought)  for  reformation  of  things  difordered  through  the 
nifgovernance  of  the  earle  of  March.  But  whofoever  was  glad  or  forie 
br  the  trouble  of  the  faid  earle,  fuerlie  the  queene  mother  took  it  moil 
ipavilie  above  all  other,  as  (he  that  loved  him  more  (as  the  fame  went) 
ban  ftood  with  her  honour.  For  as  fome  write,  fhe  was  found  to  be 
yith  child  by  him.  They  kept,  as  it  were,  houfe  togither  ;  for  the  earle, 
o  have  his  provifion  the  belter  cheape,  laid  his  penie  with  hirs,  fo  that 
lir  takers  ferved  him  as  well  as  they  did  hir,  both  of  vittels  and  carriages ; 
>f  which  mifufage  (all  regard  to  honour  and  eftimation  neglecled)  everie 
ubje6t  fpake  fhame.  For  their  manner  of  dealing,  tending  to  fuch  evill 
>urpofes  as  they  continuallie  thought  upon,  could  not  be  fecret  from  the 
ies  of  the  people,  and  their  ofrenle  heerein  wasfo  much  the  more  heinous, 
wcaufe  they  were  perfons  of  an  extraordinarie  degree,  and  were  the 
riore  narrowlie  marked  of  the  multitude  or  common  people.  P.  349. 

Page  39.  — —  an  eftsle  °f  lawn. 

IThat  is,  a  canopy  of  lawn.    State  was  the  word  more  commonly  ufed. 

His  high  throne  which  under  /late 

Of  richeft  texture.    Book  X,  p.  441,  Farad ife  Loft. 

Page  46.  And  through  the  ragged  entrails  of  the  cave. 

Thuj,  Shakefpeare  in  a  much-admired  fimile  : 

Which  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument 

Doth  fhineupon  the  dead  man's  earthy  checks, 

That  (hews  the  rapped  entrailc  of  this  pit. 

Titus  And.  Scene  VI. 

Page  47.        Carnarvon  Edward's  manes  had  poffeft 
The  roome,  &c.  &c. 

On  Mortimer's  impeachment,  the   firft  of  the  five  articles  laid  to  his 
:harge,  was,  «  ~hat  he  had  procured  Edward   of  Carnarvon,  the  king's 
ather,  to  be  murthered,  in  moil  heinous  and  tyrannous  manner,  within  the 
:aftel  of  Bei'klie."     Holinfhed,  p.  349. 
*  Page  48.         Dear  Son  (for  well  fhe  knew  her  fon  was  there),  &c.  &c. 

May  feems  here  to  have  confulted  Stow  in  his'  account.  "  Upona  cer- 
aineniirht,  the  king  lying  without  the  caftle, (Nottingham)  both  he  and 
us  friends  were  brought  by  torch  light  through  a  fecret  way  under  ground, 
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beginning  far  off  from  the  fayde  caflle,  till  they  came  even  to  the  Queene 
chamber,  which  they  by  chance  found  ope,n :  they  therefore  being  arme< 
with  naked  fvvords  in  their  hands,  went  forwards  leaving  the  king  alfo  arme< 
without  the  doore  ofthe  chamber,  leaft  that  his  mother  ihouldeefpie  him  :the 
which  entred  in  flew  Hugh  Turlington,  knight,  who  refitted  them,  Made 
John  Ntveli  of  Horn,  by  giving  him  his  deadly  wound.  From  thence  thei 
went  toward  the  Queene  Mother,  whom  they  found  with  the  earle  o 
March  readie  to  have  gone  to  bedde  :  and  having  taken  the  fayde  Earle 
they  ledde  him  ont  tnto  the  hall,  after  \vhom  the  Queene  followed,  cry 
ing,  Bel  fitey  Bel  Jite,  ayes  pitie  de  ger.til  Mortimer :  Good  fonne,  good 
fonne,  take  pittie  upon  gentle  Mortimer,  for  fhe  fufpedled  that  her  fonn< 
was  there,  though  ftie  faw  him  not."  Chron.  fol.  1615,  p.  229. 

Page  49.    The  particular  relation  that  the  whole  of  this  Piece  bears  t< 
many  paftages  in  Milton's  Paradife  Loft,  and  the  great  fublimity  of  the 
Poetry,  are  reafons  fufficient  to  make  it  acceptable  to  eveiy  reader  of  tafte 
notwithstanding  its  being  a  tranflation.     Of  the  Sofpetto  D" '  Herode  it  is  to  b 
lamented,  that  poetical  readers  in  general  know  fo  little,  from  the  fpecimea 
here  produced,  every  Englilh  reader  muft  be  inclined  to  wifli  for  more. 
A  very  intelligent  correfpondent  in  Maty's  Review  for  March,  1785,  (Ar 
tide  ;  Phillip's  Edition  of  Crafhaw)  has  told  us,  that  the  whole  Poem  has  aj 
ready  been  rendered  into  Englifh  verfe,  and  that  the  title-page  of  the  tranf 
lation  ftands  thus.     "  The  daughter  of  the   Innocents  by   Herod ;  writ 
ten  in  Italian  by  the  famous  poet  the  Cavalier  Marino,  in  four  books 
newly  Englifhed,  1675  ;  to  which  is  added  in  my  copy  in  writing,  "  Eng 
lifhed  by  T.  R  ;"  to  whom  the  initials  T.  R.  belong  I  know  not;  but  the 

tranflation  feems  fuperior  to  Crafhaw." An  Epitome  of  the  2d  book,  i 

then  given.  Surely  a  republication  of  this  Tranflation  would  be  highly  word 
republifhing,  particularly  if  executed  in  a  fuperior  ityle  to  Cralhaw,  whicj 
leems  to  me  l^ardly  pofiible ; 

His  eyes  the  fullen  dens  of  Death  and  Night,  &c. 
Milton  gives  him 


That  fparkling  blaz'd.  193.  I  ]$• 

Milton  has  this  fimile  of  a  Comet  in  his  zd  Book, 

on  th'  other  fide, 

Incens'd  with  indignation  Satan  ftood, 

Unterrify'd ;  and  like  a  comet,  burn'd, 

That  fires  th'  Arctic  Iky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 

Shakes  peftilence  and  war.  — .  7 10 

Again,  he  compares  him  to  the  fun  in  an  Eclipfe.    598.  i  B.  P.  Loft. 
Page  50.    While  his  fteel  fides  found  with  his  tail's  ftrong  lafti. 
Thus  Milton  fpeaking  of  the  Old  Dragon,  upon  the  very  fame  occafion : 

Swndges  the  fa»ly  horrour  »f  his  tail* 

Hymn  of  the  Nativ.  1 8  Stan 
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Page  51.    He  favv  rich  nedlar  thaws  releaie  the  rigor,  &c. 
For  an  oppofite  pidlure  to  this,  fee  Shakfpeare's  Midfum.  Night's  Dream. 


hoary-  headed  frofts 


Ac~l.  2.  Sc.  a. 


Fall  in  the  frefh  lap  of  the  crimfon  rofe  ; 
And  on  old  Hyem's  chill  and  icy  crown 
An  od'rous  chaplet  of  fweet  fummer  buds 
Is  as  in  mockery  fet. 

Page  52.    He  faw  the  falling  idols  ail  confefs 
A  coming  Deity. 

See  Milton's  Hymn  on  the  Nativity,  where  thefe  particulars  are  moil  fub- 
limely  enumerated,  IX  Stan.  &c.  among  other  portents,  that  of  the  Oracles 
having  been  all'  ftruck  dumb  is  not  the  moil  inconfiderable.  G.  Fletcher, 
'in  his  Chrift's  Viclorie,  publifhed  in  1610,  fome  time  before  Milton  could 
poffiby  have  compofed  his  Ode,  has  a  fimilar  idea  on  the  fame  occafion  : 

The  Angells  caroll'd,  low'd  their  fongs  of  peace, 

The  curftd  Oracles  iv  ar  ftmcken  duntb, 

To  fee  their  Shepheard,  the  poore  fhepheards  prefs, 

To  fee  their  King,  the  kingly  Sophies  come.  82  St.  Can.  r. 

For  the  fulleft  information  on  this  fubjea,  fee  Mr.  T.  Warton's  Edit,  of 
Milton's  Minor  Poems,  p.  z8o,  to  which  this  pafiage  may  be  added  : 

He  fhook  himfelf,  and  fpread  bisfpacious  wings,  &c. 
In  the  fame  ftyle  Milton  talks  of  bis  jail-broad  vans.    B  z.  P.  Loft. 

:; 

Page  55.    What  though  I  mift  my  blow,  &c. 
Thus  Milton  : 

--  what  though  the  field  be  loft  ? 
All  is  not  loft  ;  th'  unconquerable  will, 
And  ftudy  of  revenge  immortal  hate, 
And  courage  never  to  fubmit  or  yield.     B.  i. 

J'hineas  Fletcher  thus,  in  a  fimilar  fpirit,  defcribes  the  Dragon  : 

Yet  full  of  malice  and  of  ftubborn  pride, 

Though  oft  had  ftrove,  and  had  been  foil'd  as  oft, 

Boldly  his  death  and  certain  fate  defi'd  : 

And  mounted  on  his  flaggie  fails  aloft, 

With  boundleffe  fpite  he  long'd  to  try  again 
A  fecond  lolfe,  and  new  death;  glad  and  fain 

TO  fhevv  his  pois'nous  hate,  though  ever  fhew'd  in  vain. 
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So  up  he  rofe  upon  hh  Jbetcbed fetiht 

Fearlefle  expecting  his  approaching  death  : 

So  up  he  role,  that  th'  ayer  ftarts,  and  fails, 

And  over-preffed  *  finks  his  load  beneath;: 
So  up  he  rofe,  as  does  a  thunder-cloud, 
Which  all  the  earth  with  fhadows  black  does  ftirouch 

So  up  he  rafe  and  through  the  weary  ayer  row'd. 

P.Ifland.  i  z  Can.  58.  St. 

See  alfo  a  very  fpirited  Speech  in  G.  Fletcher's  Cbrifts  Triumph,  Part  i. 
20  Stan. 

Page  q8.  The  image  of  Death,  who  is  here  defcribed  as  matter  of  this 
murderous  groupe,  being  almoft  out  of  breath  with  endlefs  buifnefs,  can 
•i>ever  t>e  fufficiently  commended  : 

The  cup  they  drink  in  is  Medufa's  fcull. 

This  circumftance  reminds  us  of  a  paffage  in  a  -Runic  Ode  preferved  by 
OLuis  Wormius,  the  old  Scandinavian  warrior  Lodbrog,  difdaining  life 
and  thinking  on  the  joys  of  irr.m©rtality,  which  he  was  foon  about  to  {hare 
in  the  hall  of  Odin,  exclaims  in  a  high  fpirit  of  favage  lublimity : 

Bibemus  cerevifiam 

Ex  concavis  crantbi'vn  crateribus* 

Page  58.    They  prick  a  bleeding  heart  at  every  flitch. 
This  line  mui't  immediately  recall  to  the  minds  of  the  lovers  of  Gray,  his 
•*<  Fatal  Sifters,"  an  Ode  translated  from  the  Norfe* 

Page  59. • a  black  \vood 

Which  nod',  vvi:h  many  a  heavy-headed  tree. 

And  low-brow1  d  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  the  deeps. 

Pope's  Elolfa. 

Page  60.     tam'd  the  rebelliovis  eye 

Of  iorrow. 

An  expreffion  of  infinite  beauty  and  force,  it  is  ufed  by  fome  one  of  our  la,- 
*ter  poets ;  but  I  am  now  unable  to  turn  to  the  patlage. 

Page  6 1.     She  thinks  not  fit  fuch  he  her  face  fhov.ld  fee, 

At  it  isfeen  by  Hell,  and/ten  with  dread. 
The  reverfe  of  this,  that  is  in  a  good  fenfe,  is  Virgil's : 

• qualifque  videri 

Caslicolis  et  quanta  folet.  2  J£n. 

-*  See  Milton,  225,  B.  r.  The  original  is  to  be  found  in  Spenfer's 
F.  Queen,  B.  t.  Cant,  i  i.  18  Sian.  where  the  air  is  reprefented  as  too  light 
to  lupport  the  weight  of  the  Old  Dragon.  Sound  %vas  never  more 
completely  rendered  an  echo  to  fenfe  than  in  the  iaft  line  of  the  id 
Stanza,  which  I  have  quoted  from  P.  Fletcher : 

•  **  So  uf  be  rofe  and  tbi'ou^b  the  ivwy  a^tr  roivd" 
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Page  65.     But  fits  at  home  with  folded  arms. 

Shakfpeare,  who  above  all  others  has  the  power  of  giving  to  common  cir- 
r     cumftances  an  air  the  moft  uncommon,  has  a  pretty  image  of  this  kind. 
-    Ariel  is  clefcribing  to  Profpero  in,  what  manner  he  had  executed  his  orders : 
amongft  other  things  he  adds  : 

The  King's  fon  have  I  landed  by  himfelf, 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  air  with  fighs 
In  an  odd  angle  of  the  Ille,  and  fitting 
His  a>-ms  in  this  fad  knot.  TEMP  EST. 

Page  67.     • wifhing  in  vaine 

She  could  recall  her  virgine  ftate  aeaine. 
Thus  R.OWC  in  his  Jane  Shore  : 

In  vain  with  tears  her  lofs  fhe  may  deplore ; 
In  vain  look  back  to  what  Ihe  was  before. 

When  that  unblemi/tfd  far  me, 
Thus  Milton  in  his  Comus : 

And  thou  unbkmifh'd  form  of  Chaflity.     2  r  $. 

He  had    originallv  written,    «  And  thou   unfpotted forme  of  Chaflity," 
How  far  this  exprefiion  of  May  might  influence  him  in  the  alteration,  it  is 
I    impoffible  to  determine : 

O  !  then  (he  wifh'd  her  beauties  ne'er  had  been 

Renown' d , 

I  cannot  refift  the  opportunity  of  quoting  a  few  fine  lines  from  Daniel  on 

f    this  occasion,  and  on  this  very  fubject : 

Did  nature  (for  this  gtfod)  ingeninte, 

To  mew  in  thee  the  glory  of  her  bed  ; 

Framing  thine  eye  tbejiar  of  tbv  Ul  fat-, 

Making  thy  face  the  foe  to  fpoil  the  reit  ? 

O  Beauty,  thou  an  eiiemy  profeil 

To  chaitity,  and  us,  that  love  thee  moft, 

Without  thee,  how  w'  are  loath'.  1,  and  with  thee  loft  ? 

.      CoM PL.  OF  iv 

The  rofie  tinfiure  her  fweete  cheekes  forfook^. 

Thus  Milton, 

What  need  a  vcrme<l-tin<3ur'd  lip  for  that.        COMUS 
The  tale  of  Fair  Rofamond  is  altogether  moft  happily  adapted  tothepur- 
no'es  of  noetrv    nor  has  it  cleaned  the  notice  of  our  older  poets,  for 
.    Tvlof  £;    War"4"  Drayton',  and  Daniel    have  each .tried 

tive  power  upon  it.     P.  Fletcher,  in  his  P. Ifl»jf '  ^' 
^   though  it  is  uncertain  which,  Cant.  5.  Stan.  XLV.    Both 
V-ouII.  L 
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Daniel  mention  the  circumflance  of  King  Henry's  having  'prefented 
mond,  the  night  before  her  ruin,  with  a  cafket  wrought  with  the  ftory  of 
Jieptune  and  Amymone  ;  this  little  incident  is  moft  probably  from  hiftory. 
The  neceffary  curious  information  for  illuftrating  the  whole  ftory  may  bV 
found  in  Dr.  Percy's  Reliques,  vol.  II.  p.  141.  who  has  entirely  anticipated 
me  on  the  fubjedt.  It  ma>  be  necerfary  to  apprife  fome  readers,  that  the 
word  Bower  was  formerly  ufed  with  confiderably  greater  latitude  than  at 
prefent  ;  and  when  applied  to  the  refidence  of  Rofamond,  as  it  frequently 
is,  means  /imply,  retreat,  private  abode,  it  annexs  with  it  an  idea  of  re 
tirement,  but  no  farther.  Thus  Speufer  in  his  LXX  Sonnet^  iavokes  the 
Spring  : 

Go  to  my  love,  where  (he  is  carelefs  laid, 
Yet  in  her  Winter's  jB^ivre  not  well  awake. 

The  term  occurs  in  almoft  every  page  of  our  old  Poets,  with  the  fam* 
general  fjguification.     The  word  Caiin  is  uled  in  a  fimilar  manner  : 

Page  7  r.         Look  how  a  mother,  &c. 

See  Browne's  Brit.  Paft.  Song  4.  B  2.  firfl  lines*' 

Page  73.         When  others  fleepe  whych  may  enjoy  their  makei. 

A  common  expreffion  for  mate  j.    Thus  Spenfer,  in  his  fine  Sonnet  to  the 

Spring: 

Where  every  one  that  miffeth  then  her  make.         LXX. 

Pige  74.     My  chofen  pheare.     Sometimes  fpelt  fere,  and  is  ufed  indif- 
ferenily  for  luifband,  lover,  or  companion  : 

My  gem,  and  all  my  joy. 

An  expreffion  of  endearment  of  great  beauty.    Thus  Antony  fays  in  Shak- 
fpeare  : 

Have  I  my  pillow  left  nnpreft  in  Rome, 

Forborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 

And  by  a  gem  of  women.  Sc.  u. 

Page  77.     She  cafting  downe  her  bafhfull  eyes,  &c. 

Thefe  two  lines  contain  the  very  foul  of  fimpiicity  :  they  are  in.the  writer's, 
belt  manner,  and  may  fafely  vie  with  any  modern  lines  on  a  fimilar 


Page  78.     Live  fafe,  therefore,  for  in  thy  life  confifts  the  life  of  twaine. 

Similarity  of  fituation  muft  unavoidably  produce  fimilarity  of  fentiment; 
and  confequently  of  expreilion  :  perhaps  few  readers  will  perufe  thii  line 
•without  immediately  calling  to  mind  the  conclufion  of  a  fong  coafiderably 
too  popular  to  be  here  introduced. 

Page 


-Tantara  to  the  fight. 
hus  Sylvefter,  in  his  Tranflation  of  Da  Bartas : 


:< 
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ge  79.    Warner  has  here  taken  an  opportunity  of  ridiculing  the  tafte 
v  Tilts  and  Tournaments,  then  fo  much  in  famion : 


A  heav'nly  trump,  a  ihrill  Tajitatei  blowes.  173. 

Page  80.     Dawlian  bird  : 

Sola  virum  non  ulta  pie  moeftiffima  mater 

Concinit  Ifmarium  Day  Hus  ales  Ityn. 
Ales  Ityn,  Sappho  defertos  cantat  amores 

Hadlenus,  ut  media  caetera  nodte  filent. 

OVID.  Saph.  Ph.  153. 

Page  84.        I  finde  my  fault,  but  follow  it,  &c. 
hus  Pope : 

1  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view.  ELOISA. 

Page  90.        Wrong  not  thy  fair  youth,  &c. 

See  this  argument  purfued  at  large  in  Milton's  Comus,  737,  &c» 

Page  91.         - —        —  my  delicious  cheek 
Tincted  with  crimfon. 

Jxprefs'd  with  a  delicate  felicity,  fuperior  to  Milton's,  "  vermeil-tinftnr'4 
p,"  which  it  mK'.ht  h:ive  contributed  perhaps  originally  to  fuggeft  j  but 
Vlilton's  very  epithet  occurs  in  the  poetry  of  Ed.  Benlowes.  i  Cant.  St.  2,1. 
652.  Fol.  Edit. 

Crouch  low  !  O  •oern:cil-tin£lur>d  cheek. 
Page  93.         Forgotten  as  cur  favours  in  a  glafs. 

A  thought  peculiarly  in  the  ftyle  of  Shikfpeare,  yet,  to  thebeflofmy 
knowledge,  unborrowed  from  him.  What  follows,  namely  his  comparing 
the  pleafu'res  of  lift;  to 

A  very  tale  of  that  which  never  was. 
an  improvement,  I  think,  upon  Shakfpeare's  companion  of  life  to 

Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 

Signifying  nothing.  MACBETH,  Scene  5. 

Speed  gives  the  following  relation  of  this  ftory.  "  King  John  difherited 
fome  noblemen  without  judgement  of  their  peeres,  and  he  would  have  de- 
ftroyed  Rarmlph  Earle  of  Chetter,  for  that  he  reproched  him  with  this, 
that' he  fhould  ufe  the  wife  of  his  brother  Geffrey,  Earle  of  Brytaine, 
whom  Ranulph  Earle  of  Cheiler  had  married,  and  from  whom  Ranulph 

L  z  was 
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was  divorced  by  the  council  of  King  John,  and  the  faid  Earle  had  raarruj 
the  daughter  of  the  Earle  Ferrers.  King  John  being  now  in  extremitj 
and  mindinge  to  impute  the  fault  to  them  that  would  not  appeafe  his  ftm 
aforetime,  reprehended  fometimes  one,  and  fometimes  an  other  of  his  IB  I 
bility,  as  traytors,  calling  them  jealous,  whofe  beds  (as  he  bragged)  he  h,j 
defiled,  and  defloured  their  daughters.  The  Chronicle  of  Diinmow  faitf 
this  difcord  arofe  betwixt  the  king  and  his  barons  becaufe  of  Mawde,  call 
the  faire,  daughter  to  Robert  Fitz  Walter,  whom  the  king  loved,  but  h 
father  would  not  confent,  and  thereupon  enfued  war  throughout  Englarl 
The  king  fpoiled  efpecially  the  cattle  Baynard  in  London,  and  other  hol( 
and  houfes  of  the  Barons.  Robert  Fitz  Walter,  Roger  Fitz  Robert,  ail 
Richard  Mount  Fitchet,  paffed  over  into  France;  fotie  alfo  went  in| 
Wales,  and  fome  into  Scotland,  and  did  great  damage  to  the  king.  Whil 
Mawde  the  Faire  remained  at  Dunmow,  there  came  a  melfenger  unto  hi 
from  king  John  about  his  fuit  in  love  ;  but  becaufe  fhe  would  not  agree,  1 1 
meffenger  poifoned  a  boiled  or  potched  egge  againft  fhe  was  hunger! 
whereof  Hie  died,  and  was  buried  in  the  quire  at  Dunmow."  S x o  w's  A| 
KALES,  1615.  Ed.  p.  170. 

Page  95.        As  there  we  Hood,  the  countrie  round  we  ey'd,  &c. 

Jf  we  confider  the  time  in  xvhich  this  was  written,  we  cannot  but  admj 
the  juftnefs  and  propriety  of  the  rural  fcenery  here  feledled. 

How  the  gray  fhepherd.     The  epithet  gray  refers  to  his  drefs  and  not 
age.    Thus  Drayton.  defcribes  the  fame  character : 


The  Shepheard  ware  zjb'epe-gray  cloke, 
Which  was  of  the  nnefl  loke 
That  could  be  cut  with  fheere. 


DOWSABELL. 


Page  TOO.     Tliis  public  entry  of  Henry  and  Bolinbroke,  is  thus  intj 
duced  and  defcribed  by  Shakfpeare. 

Scene  3.  The  Duke  of  York's  Palace.    Enter  Tark  and  bis 


Dutch.    My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  reft, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  ofl^ 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  into  London. 

York.     Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch.     At  that  fad  flop,  my  Lord, 
Where  rude  mif-govern'd  hands,  from  window  tops, 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  King  Richard's  head. 

York.     Then,  as  I  faid,  the  Duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  firey  fteed, 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know, 
With  flow  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe  : 
While  all  tongues  cry'd,  Gad  jave  thee  Boi'tngbroke! 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake  ; 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defining  eyes 
"Upon  his  vifage  j  and  that  all  the  walls 
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With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once, 
"Jefuprefirve  tbeef  "welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilft  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning:, 
Bareheaded,  lower  than  his  proud  fteed's  neck 
Befpoke  them  thus,  "  I  thank  vou,  country-men  \" 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  pafs'd  along. 

Dutch.    Alas !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 

York.     As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  ftage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  he  tedious  : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Pid  fcowl  on  Richard ;  no  man  cry'd,  God  ja<ve  him  ! 
No  joyful  tongus  gave  him  his  welcome  hoine  j 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head ; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off, 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience ; 
That  had  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fleel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarifm  itfelf  have  pitied  him. 
But  Heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events, 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjects  now, 
Whofe  ftate  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow.  RICHARD  IL 

Page  102.         Are  thefe  the  triumphs  for  thy  victories  ? 
l  the  fame  fpirit  with  Virgil's, 

Hi  noftri  reditus  expeftatique  triumphi!  u  JEn.  54. 

Page  106.         Thefe  heares,  of  age  are  meffengers,  &c. 

.e  Dr.  Percy's  Ballads,  who  has  printed  the  following  fine  traditional  lines^ 
ling  part  of  an  old  fong  which  he  profefles  to  have  received  from  a  friend ; 

— his  reverend  lock.es 

In  comelye  curies  did  wave  j 

And  on  his  aged  temples  grewe 

1  hi  blojjcmes  of  the  g^a-ve.  p.  1 60.  vol.  II. 

Page  107.         Were  not  the  fmother'J  children  buried  deep  ? 
flpre  is  much  nature  in  this  fpirited  interrogation. 

Page  109.         he  takes  his  helmet  bright, 

Which  like  a  twinkling  ftarre  with  trembling  light 
Sends  radiant  luftre  through  the  darkfome  aire  : 

his  defcription  of  a  piece,  of  armour  is  as  fine  as  any  thing  I, am  able  to 
collect  of  the  kind.    Let  the  reader  compare  it  with  the  following  lines  ' 
'  Q  lover : 

L  3  hia 
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his  glittering  {hield 


Whofe  fpacious  orb  collects  th'  effulgent  beams 

Which  from  his  throne  meridian  Phoebus  caft, 

Flames  like  another  fun.  LEONIDAS. 

Tage  113.      Thrice  happy  you,  tbat  look  as  from  the  Ihore,  &c. 

Suave  mari  magno  turbantibus  sequora  ventis, 
E  terra  magnum  alterius  fpedbire  laborem ; 
Non  quia  vexari  quemquam  eft  jucunda  voluptas, 
Sed  quibus  ipfe  malis  careas,  quia  cernere  fuave  eft. 

Lucret,  2 

On  the-  fubjeft  of  kindred  fenfations  to  this,  I  have  been  always  plea 
with  the  following  paifage  in  Dr.  Johnfon's  Journey  to  the  Weftern  Iflanc 
*'  We  came  in  the  afternoon  to  Slants  Cafiu,  built  upon  the  margin  oi 
fea,  fo  that  the  wails  of  one  of  the  towers  feem  only  a  continuation 
perpendicular  rock,  the  foot  of  which  is  beaten  by  the  waves.      To  wa 
round  the  houfe  leemed  impracticable  ;  from  the  windows  the  eye  wane 
over  the  feji  that  feparates  Scotland  from  Norway,  and  when  the  wii 
beat  with  violence  muli:  enjoy  all  the  terrifick  grandeur  of-the  tempcftu 
ocean.     I  would  not  for  my  amufement  wi(h  for  a  ftorm  ;  but  as  ftorm 
v/hether  wifhed  or  not,  will  fometimes  happen,  I  may  fay,  without  viol 
tion  of  humanity,  that  I  Ihould  willingly  look  out  upon  them  from  SJ 
Caflle."  p.  36. 


NOT 
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VOLUME    II. 


Page  3.        Keenly  they  hunted,  &c. 

To  this  and  the  fucceeding  lines,  may  with  juflice  be  applied,  what  Dr. 
Warton  has  obferved  of  Come  lines  of  Pope.  "  The  metaphors  in  the  fuc 
ceeding  lines,  drawn  from  the  field-fports  of  feeing  and  Ihooting,  feeni 
below  the  dignity  of  the  fubjedl."  z  Vol.  124,  on  Pope. 

Page  6.  There  is  a  moral  charm  in  thefe  little  pieces  of  Southwell,  that  ' 
tv  ill  prejudice  moft  readers  of  feeling  in  favour  of  their  author;  fhould  thefe 
volumes  meet  with  fuccefs,  the  publisher  of  them  will  make  it  his  buifnefs 
to  colle6l  and  republifh  the  better  part  of  Southwell's  poetry,  which  is  now 
entirely  forgotten,  and  very  fcarce.  Bolton,  in  his  Hypercritica,  makes 
mention  of  him.  "  Never  muft  be  forgotten  St.  Peter'sComplaint,  and  thofo 
other  ferious  poems  faid  to  be  father  Southwell's  :  the  Englifh.  whereof,  as 
it  is  moft  proper,  fo  the  fharpnefs  and  light  of  wit  is  very  rare  in  them/* 

Page  9.        Whereon  when  as  the  gazing  paHenger,  &c. 

Pope  had  a  fimUar  idea  in  his  intended  Ode  on  the  Folly  of  Ambition,  the 
iketch  of  which  is  preferv'd  in  Ruffhead,  p.  424. 

Page  9.        And  there  Ambri  plac'd  in  memory,  &c. 

See  Selden's  Notes  to  Drayton's  Poly  Olbion.  Song  3.  Mr.  Walton's  Hift. 
g.  Poetry,  i  Vol.  p.  53.  N 
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Page  10.        And  are  become  a  traitor  to  their  name. 
Thus  Dray  ton  fpeaking  of  the  fame  place.     Poly-Olbion,  3  Song* 

111  did  thofe  mighty  men  to  truft  thee  with  their  ftory 
That  haft  forgot  their  names,  who  rear'd  thee  for  their  glory : 
For  all  their  wondrous  coft,  thou  that  haft  ferv'd  them  fo, 
"What  'tis  to  truft  to  tombs,  by  thee  we  eafily  know. 

Page  13.         the  f acred  luft  of  gold 

Now  fires  thy  fpirit. 

Sao-ed  is  here  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of  accurfedl\k.e  the  aurj  facra  fames  of  Virgil. 
3  -«!«•  57- 
Page  15.         But  fmce  our  life  fo  faft  away  doth  Hide,  &c. 

Life's  ftream  for  obfervation  will  not  ftay, 

It  hurries  all  too  faft  to  mark  their  way  : 

In  vain  feclate  reflections  we  would  make, 

When  half  our  knowledge  we  muft  match,  not  take. 

On  human  actions  reafon  tho'  you  can, 

Jt  may  be  reafon,  but  it  is  net  man; 

His  principles  of  action  onee  explore, 

That  inftant  'tis  his  principle  no  more. 

Pope's  Epift.  to  SirR.  Temple. 

rage  1 6.         Where  is  th'  Aftyrian  Lion's  golden  hide,  &c. 
Thus  Spenfer  -',1  "  The  Ruines  of  Time." 

What  now  is  of  th'  Aftyrian  Lionefs, 

Of  whor-«  no  footing  now  on  earth  appears  ? 

What  of  the  Perfia'n  bear's  outrageoufnefs, 

Whofe  memory  is  quite  worn  out  with  years  ? 

Who  of  the  Grecian  Libbard  now  ought  hears, 
That  over-ran  the  Eaft  with  greedy  powre, 
And  left  his  welps  their  Kingdoms  to  devour  ? 

p.  9.  Hugh.  Edit. 

j4nd  that  black  I'uliitre,  •which  luitb  dcatbfull  *w'mg 
Ore-J};ado*ives  half  (be  ea^tb • 

Mr.  Hay  ley,  in  his  Effay  on  Hiitory,  has  a  very  bold  and  magnificent  ima^e 
of  this  kind.    He  is  about  to  defchbe  Livy,  Ep.  i. 

Of  mightier  fpirit,  of  maieftic  frame ; 
With  powers  proportion'd  to  the  Roman  fame, 
Whin  R"im  >jierct;  Eagle  his  broad llfingt  vxfurl'd 
j4nd  fnadyvf 'd  tuiib  bis  plumt.s  the  jubjeQ  world 

la  bright  pre-eminence,  ice. 

Page 
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l»age  1 8.    Brave  minds,  oppreft,  fhould  in  defpight  of  fate, 
Lo>At  greateft,  like  the  June,  in  Iciveft Jtate. 

Blair  has  the  fame  thought  in  his  fine  poem,  the  Grave,  fpeakin"-  of  the 
death  of  the  jufl  man  : 

By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away, 
¥et,  like  tbefun,feems  larger  at  bnfetting. 

Edinb.  Edit.  p.  31. 

Page  19. unftattmd  age. 

A  very  original  epithet. 

Page  20.         Yet  know,  what  bufie  path  foere  you  tread 

To  Gratneffe,  you  muft  fleepe  among  the  dead. 

How  comprehenfively,  how  plainly,  yet  how  fublimely,  hath  Gray  exprefled 
this  trite  fentiment : 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave.     Church-yard. 
Page  22.         With  others  I  commune.    See  note  on  p.  27.  Vol.1. 

Page  25. could  I  vie 

Angels  with  India. 

An  angel  is  a  piece  of  coin,  value  ten  (hillings.  The  words  to  vie  angefs,  are 
•JL  periphrafis,  and  fignify  to  compare  wealth.  See  Sir  J.  Hawkins's  note  on 
the  paffage,  p.  264.  Walton's  Comp.  Angler — Cartwright  ufes  the  word 
dngcli  : 

Yoxi  fhall  ne'r  know  what  angth,  peeces,  pounds 
Thefe  names  of  want  and  beggary  mean ;  — 

The  Ordinary,  Act  2.  Sc,  3, 

Page  27.  Read  on  this  dial,  &c.  No  poet  whatever  has  introduced  thif 
circumftance  with  the  happinefs  of  Shakfpeare  ;  who  compares  the  filent 
and  alnioft  imperceptible  flight  of  beauty,  to  the  ftealing  lhadow  of  a  fun- 
dial.  As  the  lines  are  in  one  of  his  minor  poems,  they  may  probably  have 
efcaped  the  notice  of  common  readers : 

Ah  yet  doth  Beaut ie  like  a  dyall  hand, 

Steale  from  his  figure,  and  no  phce  perceived  ; 

So  your  fweete  hew,  which  me-thinks  ftill  doth  ftand 

Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived. 

Conftant  Affection.  Shak.  Poems,  1 640.  Edit. 

The  verfes  are  incorrect,  but  the  idea  is  fine — the  lhadow  fteais  from  the 
dial's  hand,  and  not  the  dial's  hand  from 

My  fhort-lived  winter's  day  !— • 
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Dyer,  in  his  well-known  Grongar  Hill,  well  Denominates  the  (mile  of 
Fate : 

•    A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's  day. 

For  farther  obfervations  on  this  piece,  fee  Jackfon's  very  elegant  and  fenfi- 
ble  Letters,  z  Vol.  19  Let. 

Page  "2  8 .  Flame-ey'd  Fury.  An  epithet  highly  original  and  fine.  Shak- 
fpeare  \&V&  fire-ey  d  Fury,  in  his  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Page  29.  For  farther  obfervations,  fee  z  Vol.  30  Let.  Jackfon's  Letters, 
where  both  thefe  particular  pieces  of  Quarles  were  nrfl  more  immediately 
brought  forward  to  the  public  eye. 

Page  30.  Thefe  lines  figned  F.  K.  are  probably  written  by  Francis  Kin- 
\velmedhe,  a  contributor  to  the  collection  in  which  they  appear,  and  a  ftu- 
dent  of  Grays-Inn.  He  aflifted  Gafcoigne  in  his  Tragedy  of  Jocafta. 

Page  34.         But  how  may  1  this  honour  now  attaine, 
That  cannot,  &c. 

Well  may  they  rife,  while  I,  whofe  ruftick  tor.gue 
Ne'er  knew  to  puzzle  right,  or  varnifh  wrong, 
Spurn'd  as  a  beggar,  dreaded  as  a  fpy, 
Live  unregarded,  unlamented  die.  Johnfon's  Londott, 

page  3  5.         Grinne  when  he  laughs,  &c. 

To  ihake  with  laughter  ere  the  jeft  you  hear, 

To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear, 

And  as  their  Patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat, 

To  fhake  in  dog-days,  in  December  fweat.         Johnfon's  London. 

Page  36.         and  him  true  and  playne, 

Thac  rayleth  reachlefs  unto  eche  man's  fhame. 

.Thus  Horace : 


at  eft  truculentior,  atque 


Pius  zequo  liber;  fimplex  fortifque  habeatur.         3  Sat.  I  ,Lib.  31. 

Page  40.        And  her  eternall  fame  be  read, 
When  all,  Lut  very  Vertuti  dead. 

Somewhat  in  the  manner  of  Collins : 

Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more ; 

Ar.d  TKGwrid  nil  Pity's  fetf  be  dead.  DlRG  £• 

Page  41 .  I  have  always  conficbred  this  Epitaph  as  Carew*s  Mafterpiece. 
The  fubje£t  of  it  may  poifibly  be  t!i3  fame  perfon,  to  whofe  nuptials  with 
Lord  Charles  Herbert,  Davenant  has  infcribed  fome  verfes.  p.  238.  Fol. 
Edit. 

Page  43.         Honovirs  to  devife. 
The  Edinburgh  Folio  Edit,  reads  more  properly,  <l  honours  deft  devife." 


N       O      T      E       S.  is 

The  exclamation  in  the  lafl  line  of  this  piece  is  particularly  in  Drur 
mend's  beli  manner. 

Page  44.  Sylvefter  infcribes  a  Hymn,  "  To  the  worthy  friend  of  vvoi 
thineffe,  Sir  Peter  Manwood,  Knight  of  the  Honourable  order  of  the  Bat 
The  father  probably  of  Browne's  friend.  561  p.  Fol.  E'dit. 

Agairift  the  broad  fpread  oke 

Each  wind  in  fnrie  bears ; 
Tet  fell  their  leaves  not  halfe  fofaft 

Ai  did  the  Sbefheard't  teares. 

In  mere  unempaffioned  defcription,  Similies  which  are  derived  from  f 
reign  and  remote  objects,  are  frequently  ufed  with  fuccefs;  for  at  the  fair 
time  that  they  afford  the  writer  an  opportunity  of  fhewing  his  knowledg 
they  enrich  anil  add  a  variety  to  Poetry,  that  it  might  not  have  attained  by  ai 
other  means.  Yet  in  pathetic  fituations  when  they  immediately  arifefrom  tl 
fubjecl  itfelf,or  feme  collateral  branch  of  it,  they  conveigh  the  moft  direcl  ai 
\inequivocal  illuftration  with  a  concifenefs  and  expreilion  truly  admirabl 
But  how  frequent  is  the  practice,  even  with  our  beft  writers,  in  fituations  tl 
moft  patlietic,  and  in  narratives  the  moil  urgent  and  interefting,  cooly 
take  leave  of  their  fubjecl,  for  the  fake  of  introducing  a  companion  of  pe 
haps  ten  or  twelve  lines!  The  confequence  is,  that  our  former  fympatl 
is  thoroughly  deftroyed,  and  after  toiling  through  the  lines  in  queftion,  v 
are  left  to  recall  our  attention,  affociate  our  diftracled  ideas,  and  recovi 
the  loft  fone  of  our  feelings  at  our  leifure,  which  is  by  this  time  moft  pr< 
bably  totally  out  of  our  power.  In  fuch  cafes,  a  Simile  taken  from  tl" 
ground  of  the  piece,  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expreffion)  by  confining  01 
attention  wholly  to  the  fubjecl:,  and  by  giving  us  what  we  want,  with;)1 
obliging  us  to  wander  in  quell  ®f  it,  would  in  three  words,  almoft  ha^ 
completely  anfwered  the  er:d  of  the  Poet.  1  will  fubjoin  tin  inftance  < 
two  of  this  comprehenfive  kind  of  illuftration.  Mallet  thus  defcribes  tl 
father,  of  Edwin : 

The  Father  too,  a  fordid  man, 

Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all  unfeeling  as  the  cioJy 

Ffotn  ivbente  bis  riches  greiu, 

Edw.  and  Emma. 

Above  all  others  perhaps  Collins  affords  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  fpec 
mens,  in  lines  that  few  have  read  without  emotion.     Zara  exclaims, 

"  Farewell  the  Youth  whom  fighs  coiild  not  detain, 

Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain-t 

Yet  as  thou  go'ft  may  ev'iy  blaft  arife 

Weak  and  unfelt  as  tbefe  rejtQed  figbs  ! 

Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'ft  thou  fee, 

No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  yputh,  like  me." 

If  log.  a. 
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Broke  was  his  tunefull  pips 
That  charted  the  cbrijialljioods. 

'Thus  Milton,  in  the  fineft  vein  of  Poetry  : 

Thyrfis !  whofe  artful  ftrains  have  oft  delay'd 

The  huddling  brook  to  hear  his  madrigal.  494  Comus. 

and  violets 

For  forrow  hang  their  heads. 

Milton,  inftead  of  representing  the  vegetable  creation  as  affected  at  the 
death  of  his  friend,  with  fuperior  judgement,  calls  for  the  feveral  flowers, 

"  To  ftrow  the  laureat  herfe  where  Lycid  lies.'* 
^Lmong  which  he  mentions, 

The  glowing  violet, 

The  muik-rofe,  and  the  well  attir'd  wood-bine, 

With  covvilips  wan  that  hang  the  penfive  head,  &c.     14.5^ 

Milton,  is  fanciful,  yet  affecting  ;  Browne,  puerile  and  difgufting. 

Page  jji.         Did  he  attend  the  court  for  no  man's  fall  ? 
Wore  he  the  ruine  of  no  Hofpitall  > 
And  when  he  did  his  rich  apparell  don, 
Put  be  no  ividoiv,  nor  an  orphan  6«  ? 

The  moft  finifhed  character  of  Defeftation  we  have,  is  Mafllnger's  Sir 
Giles  Overreach.  The  following  part  of  a  dialogue  will  give  the  reader 
.fome  infight  into  his  exquiiite  talents  for  mifch'ef. 

Lwell.     Are  you  not  frighted  with  the  imprecations  and  curfes  of 
whole,  families,  made  wretched  by  your  finifler  practices  ? 

Overreach.     Yes,  as  rocks  are, 
When  foamy  billows  fplit  themlelves  againft 
Their  flinty  ribs ;  or  as  the  moon  is  mov'd, 
When  wolves,  with  hunger  pin'd,  howl  at  their  brightnefs. 
I'm  of  a  folid  temper,  and  like  thefe 
Steer  on  a  conftant  courfe,  with  mine  own  fword, 
Jf  call  d  into  the  field,  1  can  make  that  right, 
Which  fearful  enemies  murmured  at  as  wrong. 
Now,  for  thofe  other  .piddling  complaints 
Breath'd  out  in  bitternefs;  as  when  they  call  me 
Extortioner,  Tyrant,  Cormorant,  or  Intruder 
On  my  poor  neighbour's  right;  or  grand  Inclofey 
Of  what  was  common,  to  my  private  ufe  ; 
JNay,  luben  n.y  ears  are  pierced  iv'tth  ividoivs  cr\tt9 
^Ind  ntitir)ne  vpbans  ivajh  ivltb  tears  my  tbrtjboid^ 
I  only  think  what  'tis  to  have  my  daughter 
Right  honourable;  and  'tis  a  powerful  charm 
Makes  me  iufenfible  of  remorfe  or  pity, 
Or  the  leaft  fting  of  confcience. 

New  way  to  pay  Old  Debts,  A&.  4.  St.  r. 
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In  the  laft  Scene  of  the  fame  Play,  the  diflrefies  that  he  had  occafioned 
taks  fail  hold  of  his  conscience,  and  give  rife  to  thte  following  terribly  fub- 
lime  exclamation  : 

"  111  fall  to  execution  —  ha  !  I  am  feeble  : 
Some  undone  widow  Jits  up'm  mitie  arm. 
jQnd  takes  away  the  ttft  of't  ;  and  my  f  word 
Clued  to  my  jcabbard  with  wrong'  d  orphans  tears 
be  drawn,  &c. 


Page  54.  In  this  little  Piece,  of  five  lines  only,  there  is  a  certain  Greek- 
nefs  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expreffion)  that  will  not  fail  of  captivating 
every  reader  of  true  tafte.  We  may  juftly  apply  on  this  occafion  a  fentence 
of  Dryden,  who  fays,  "  The  fweeteft  effences  are  always  confined  in  the 
fmalleft  glaffes."  Dedication  to  his  JEneid  : 

And  in  his  wrinkled  hand. 

What  a  degree  of  animation  and  life  is  often  thrown  into  a  line  by  a  fingl* 
piclurefque,  and  natural  epithet  !  In  this  refpecl  Shakfpeare  leaves  all  other 
poets  far  behind.  To  inftance  only  in  a  fmgle  paffage.  Henry  the  ^th,  ia 
his  prayer  before  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  fays, 

Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay 
Who  twice  a  day  their  ivitber'd  hands  hold  up 
Toward  Heaven  to  pardon  blood.  S.  5.  4  A. 

Alter  the  epithet  withe^d  to  almoft  any  other,  and  you  inftantly  deflroy  the 
picture  ;  for  an  epithet  equally  finking,  fee  Vol.  18.  p.  .  Applied  to  Oli 
Age: 

His  iv  it  her'  d  fift  flill  knocking  at  Death's  dore. 
Page  55.         Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice,  &c. 

There  is  an  alarming  folemnity  in  the  conclufion  of  thefe  lines,  that  reminds 
HS  of  Tickell's  juftly  popular  Ballad  : 

I  hear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

Which  fays  I  mull  not  flay,  &c.        Lucy  and  Collin. 

J>age  56.        •  -  -  -  for  if  thy  yeares 

Be  number'd  by  thy  virtues  and  our  teares;  &c. 

Methufalems  may  die  at  twenty-one.    YOUNG. 
page  63.        -  defoliate  to  die. 
One  would  fuppofe  it  ihould  be  deftined. 
Page  6  6  .        Inftead  of  writing  only  rave  in  verfe. 

This  is  what  Pope  calls,  «  rhyouflg  with  all  the  wje  of  impotence.'* 
fiz.  Eifoy  on  Chriucifm, 
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Page  67.        Things  common  thou  fpeak'ft  proper. 

A  very  difficult  branch  of  the  art  to  manage  with  dexterity,  which  Horace! 
has  re  mark' d  : 

Difficile  efl  proprie  comrrmnia  dicere.          128.  De  Art.  Poet;  ~ 

That  life,  That  vaius  of  all  thing* 

Probably  immediately  taken  from  Horace. 

Ordinis  lixc  virtus  erit  ct  -venuf.          42.  De  Art.  Poet. 
Page  68.        As  he  \vho  when  he  faw  the  ferpent  wreath'd,  &c. 

The  name  of  the  archer  here  alluded  to  js  Alcon.  The  following  is 
Servius'  note  in  a  folio  edit,  of  Virgil,  printed  at  Paris,  icoo.  See  Eclog  n. 
v.  "  Aicon  is  Cretenfis  eft  Sagittarius :  et  cum  draco  ejus  puerum  corn- 
plexus  eil,  adeo  fua  arte  temperavit  iclurrt  fagittae,  ut  in  dracone  transfixo 
confifteret,  neque.ad  puerum  perveniret."  According  to  the  common 
Delphin  edition,  the  child's  name  was  Phaleris — but  this  ftory  cannot,  with 
out  the  utmoft  abfurdity,  be  applied  to  the  ftiepherd  in  Virgil,  called  Al 
con,  which,  without  doubt,  was  a  common-place  proper  name  For  a  paf- 
toral  character.  See  an  Epigram  on  this  ftory  in  Brunk's  Analecta,  voh 
i.  p.  167. 

the  age  grows  more  unfound 

From  the  fuoFs  balfam,  than  the  wifeman's  wound. 
See  Pope's  Effay  on  Criticifm,  from  line  575  to  580. 

Page  69.         Low  without  creeping,  &c. 

Thus  Denham  in  his  popular  lines,  addrefling  the  Thames : 

O  could  1  flow  like  thee  !  and  make  thy  ilream 
My  great  example,  as  it  is  my  theme, ; 
Tho'  deep  yet  clear  ;  tho'  gentle,  yet  not  dull ; 
Strong,  without  rage  ;  without  overflowing,  full. 

Cooper's  Hill. 
,See  an  excellent  parody  of  thefe  lines  in  the  Dunciad.     B.  iii.  169. 

Pa^e  71.  There  is  a  mafculine  flow  of  good  fenfe  m  this  panegyric  that 
places  Cartwrright  very  high  both  as  a  poet  aul  a  critic.  It  appeared  firft 
in  the  Virbius :  or  Tlu-  Memorie  of  Ben  Johnfon  revived  by  the  Friends  of 
the  Mufes,  Lond.  1638.  The  verfes  without  a  fignature,  page  27,  ar6 
very  excellent :  they  are  alfo  to  be  found  in  the  Mifcellaneous  Pieces  fub- 
joined  to  Cleiveland's  Pcrems,  p.  80.  Lond.  1668. 

Page  75.  It  were  difficult  to  produce,  from  the  whole  mafs  of  Davenant's 
poetry,  fourteen  fucceffive  lines  of  fuch  eafe  and  uninterrupted  fweetnefs 
of  flow.  Pope  feems  to  have  been  fully  fenfible  of  their  merit : 

Smooth  as  the  face  of  waters  firft  appear'd,  &c. 
Still  as  the  fea,  ere  winds  were  taught  to  blow.    POPE. 
Kindts  the  willing  faints,  and  calmer  far 
'Than  in  tbsir  jleep*  forgiven  hermits  are.      DAV. 

Thus  Pope,     Soft  ai  tkejlumben  of  a  feint  forgiven,    filoifa. 

Dave- 
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Daveaant  feems  to  have  been  fond  of  this  idea,  he  has  it  again  in  his 
fcondibert : 

Calm  at  forgiven  faints  at  their  loft  hour.  Cant.  VIIL 

Page  76.         Oft  fhrouds  his  golden  flame  in  likeft  hair. 

Randolph  in  fome  humorous  verfes,  infcribed  "  To  his  well  timbred 
Miflreffe,"  gives  the  following  directions  : 

Then  place  the  garret  of  her  head  above, 

Tbatibt  tuilb  a  yelLiv  hair  to  keep  in  loin.          p.  126.  Ed.  1643. 

Page  So.  Thefe  verfes  are  fomewhat  on  the  plan  of  Taflo's  Amore  fug- 
gitivo,  who  was  indebted  to  the  firft  Idyllium  of  Mofchus.  See  sn  elegant 
paraphrafe  of  this  in  Crafhaw's  "  Delights  of  the  Mufes,"  p.  1 10.  Aid.  i  670. 
Likewife  the  «'  Hue  and  Cry  after  Cupid,"  by  Ben  Jonfon,  in  his  Mafque 
on  the  Marriage  of  Lord  Hadington.  , 

Page  82.         Her  ivatrie  eyes  have  burning  force.  »•  - 

Anacreon,  in  his  directions  to  the  painter,  orders  him  to  give  his  miflr*fs 
the  mrijl,  ivatrie  eye  : 

Ti& 


a  yXaux'-V,   w;    ArSf 

fiv,  »>f  Ky Wsi'f.  in  Amicam  Suam. 

Her  eye  in  filence  hath  a  fpeach, 
Which  eye  beft  unclerftands. 

The  expreffion  of  filence  was  never  more  poetically  introduced,  or 
applied  with  greater  truth,  than  by  Mr.  Sheridan  in  his  noble  verfes  to 
the  memory  of  Garrick. 

Th'  expreffive  glance,  whofe  fubtile  comment  draws 
Entranc'd  affection,  and  a  mute  applaufe  ; 
Gefture  that  marks,  with  force  and  feeling  fraught ; 
si  Jenje  in  filence,  and  a  will  in  thought. 

G.  Fletcher  has,  in  his  description  of  Juflice,  with  great  fublimity,  at 
tributed  to  her  the  power  of  interpreting  the  filence  of  thought. 

. . for  (lie  each  wifh  could  find 

Within  the  folid  heart ;  and  with  her  ears 

Tbejiltnce  of  the  tbcvgbty  loud  fpeaking  hears.         Part  I.  St.  10, 

The  three  little  pieces  by  R.  Southwell,  which  I  have  printed,  wer« 
firft  brought  forward  to  the  notice'  of  general  readers  of  poetry,  by  th» 
editor  of  Ben  Jonfon's  Sad  Shepherd,  in  his  notes,  from  whence  1  hava 
taken  the  liberty  of  extracting  them.  Obligations  of  this  kind  are  but  too 
commonly,  to  the  difgrace  of  literature,  very  induflrioufly  and  ungratefully 
fuppreffed. 

Page  85.  If  thefe  lines  are  genuine,  they  are  extremely  curious,  as  pre- 
feutinF  us  with  a  lively  picture  of  the  workings  of  a  great  mind  on  an  in- 

teretting 
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terefting  occafion  ;  and  they  ferve  to  afcertain  a  facT:  which  does  not  ap 
pear  to  have  been  much  noticed  by  hiftorians,  that  an  habitual  intercourfc 
of  three  months  was  not  without  its  effecl:,  and  that  the  Qneen  felt  ftrong 
emotions  of  regret  for  that  denial,  which  fhe  was  perhaps  under  the  ne- 
ceftity  of  giving,  in  order  to  fatisfy  her  fubjects.  From  a  manufcript  in 
the  Afhmolean  Mufeum.  the.  lines  are  tranfcribed  ;  whether  they  have 
previoufly  appeared  in  print,  I  know  not :  I  am  willing  to  believe  them 
original,  from  internal  evidence,  yet  1  cannot  perfectly  diveft  myfelf  of 
fufpicion.  Unfortunately  the  moft  material  word  in  the  MS.  is  illegible  ; 
for  after  the  iignature  o£  ELxa  Regina,  the  following  words,  informing  us 
of  the  fubjecT:  on  which  the  verfes  were  written,  occurs.  t(  Upon  Moun — s 
departure"  the  word  Moun—s  being  half  obliterated.  On  my  firft  in- 
fpeclion  of  them,  I  had  conceived  the/  might  have  been  compofed  on  Eli 
zabeth's  quarrel  with  EiTex,  who,  -of  all  her  favourites,  attracted  moft  of 
her  perfonal  affection,  perhaps  on  his  departure  for  his  command  in  Ire 
land  :  but  upon  looking  over  Stow's  account  of  the  Duke  of  Alencon's  vifk 
to  England,  1  have  had  reafon'  to  alter  my  opinion,  as  I  think  I  have  dif- 
covered  the  real  origin  of  the  verles,  and  believe  the  obliterated  word  in 
the  MS.  to  be  Mmnjieur. 

Stow's  account  is  as  follows :  "  Thefe  Lords-  (the  Ambaffadors  from 
France)  after  divers  fecret  conferences  amongft  themfelves,  and  returne  of 
fundry  letters  into  France,  fignifying  the  Queenes  declination  from  mar 
riage,  and  the  peoples  unwillingnefs  to  match  that  way,  held  it  molt  con 
venient,  that  the  Duke  mould  come  in  proper  perfon,  whofe  prefence 
they  thought  in  fuch  affaires  might  prevaile  more  than  all  their  oratory  : 
and  thereupon,  the  firft  of  November,  the  fayd  Prince  came  over  in  per 
fon,  very  princely  accompanied,  and  attended,  though  not  in  fuch  glorious 
manner  as  were  the  above  named  commlflioners,  whofe  entertainment,  in 
.all  refpects,  was  equivalent  unto  his  eftate  and  dignity.  By  this  time  his 
picture,  ftate,  and  titles,  were  advanced  in  every  ftationer's  fliop,  and 
many  other  publique  places,  by  the  name  of  Fraunc-s  of  Vakh,  Duke  of 
^lanfon,  heire  apparent  of  France,  and  brother  to  the  French  King  :  but 
he  was  better  knowne  by  the  name  of  Monjiear,  unto  all  forts  of  people, 
than  by  all  his  other  titles.  During  his  abode  in  England,  he  ufed  all 
princely  meanes  to  prefer  his  fuite,  and  in  his  carriage  demeaned  himfelfe 
like  a  true  borne  prince,  and  the  heire  of  Fraunce :  and  when  hee  had 
\vell  obferved  the  Queene's  full  determination,  to  continue  a  Jingle  life,  hee 
pacified  himfelfe,  admiring  her  rare  vertues  and  high  perfections.  '*  *  *  * 
*  *  «  *  *  *  *  #.  The  Queene  in  all  refpects  ihewed  as  great  kind- 
neffe  unto  the  Duke,  and  all  his  retinew,  at  their  departure,  as  at  any 
time  before,  and  for  period  of  her  princely  favours,  in  that  behalfe,  fhee, 
with  great  ftate,  accompanied  the  Duke  in  perfon  to  Canterburie  :  where 
fhe  feaftcd  him  and  all  his  trains  very  royally,  and  then  returned.  The 
-next  day  being  the  frxt  of  February,  the  Duke,  with  his  French  Lords  and 
others,  imbarked  at  Sandwich,  &c. Annales  690  p.  Ed.  1631, 

Their  marriage  articles  were  drawn  up,  as  may  be  feen  in  Camden's 
Annals^  p.  372.  Hearne's  edit.  The  fame  writer  alfo  mentions  a  very 
clofe  intimacy  as  fubfifting  between  them.  "  Vis  pudici  amoris  inter  ama- 
toria  colloquia  eo  provexerit,  ut  annulum  fuo  digito  detractum  And'ml 
( Anjou,  one  of  his  titles)  impofuerit,  certis  quibufdam  legibus  inter  ipfos 
adhibitis."  375,  page.  As  UeaU  Queens  rank  but  with  meaner  mortals,  we 
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htey  afiert  without  much  fear  of  contradiction,  that  little  elfe  can  now  be 
gratified  hjr  the  perufal  of  Elizabeth's  poetry,  th;:n  m-re  curibfity.  Her 
pretenfions  to  notice  on  this  head  are  pretty  much  on  a  par  with  her  pre- 
tenfions  to  beauty.  Yet  in  both  thef«  fubie'cts,  flender  as  they  were,'  the 
poets  and  the  courtiers  of  her  age  found  fources  for  panegyric  the  moft  in- 
exhauftible. 

Spencer  concludes  his  "  Tears  of  the  Mufes"  with  a  compliment  to  her 
in  her  poetical  character,  where  he  calls  her  a  peeiiefs  poetefs.  And  in  his 
Colin  Clout,  he  fays  of  her, 

Whofe  grace  was  great,  and  bounty  nioft  rewardful 
Beiides  her  peerlefs  (kill  in  making  ivell. 

An  other  Poet  of  her  age,  has  hazarded  a  very  fingular  compliment  in  the 
following  lines : 

She  with  the  feed  of  Jove,  the  Mufes  nine, 
So  frequent  was  in  her  yenres  youthful  prime, 
That  Ihe  of  them  had  learned  power  divine 
Tu  quell  proud  love,  if  love  at  any  time 
In  her  pure  breft  aloft  began  to  clime. 

England's  Eliza,  by  R.  Niccols,  Edit.  1610. 

If  we  may  credit  an  old  finner  of  antiquity  on  this  fubject,  the  poets  are  the 
very  laft  teachers  of  abftinence;  hear  Ovid,  who  may  be  fairly  fuppofed  to 
have  had  Ibme  little  experience  in  thefe  matters: 

Eloquar  invitus :  teneros  ne  tange  Poetas, 

Submoveo  dotes impius  ipfe  meas.  Rem.  Amor.  727. 

Page  90..        Muft  learn  the  hateful  art  how  to  forget. 
Thus  Pope : 

Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  yet, 

'Tis  fure  the  hardeft  fcience  to  forget.    Eloifa. 

Page  9  3.  This  little  piece  is  worth  all  the  unmanly  fniveling  Elegies  that 
Hammond  ever  wrote. 

page  9  5 .  Thefe  lines,  though  far  from  excellent,  are  ftill,  in  my  opinion, 
better  than  any  thing  Sylvefter  could  have  produced.  I  am  therefore  in 
clined  to  fufpect  that  the  pablifher  of  the  Folio  Edit,  of  Du  Bartas  in  1641, 
is  miilaken  m  giving  this  to  Sylvefter.  In  the  fame  Edit.  p.  652,  verfes  en- 
ti  tilled, "  The  Soules  Errand,"  are  to  be  found  (printed  in  the  z<\  Vol  of  Dr. 
Percy :s  Reliques,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Lye,")  and  beyond  a  doubt  not 
his. 

Page  97.        •-  gracing  grace  — • 

This  is  a  fort  of  Graecifm,  as  innumerable  inflances  of  this  form  of  expref- 
fion  will  immediately  fuggeft  themf«lvesto  the  clafiical  reader,  one  inftance 
will  be  fufficient  here  i 

VOL.  II,  M  h«nc, 
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"  "  hunc,  oro,  fine  me  fur 


Virg.  12.  JEn.  680. 
Page  99.         With  loving  Red-breafts. 

This  bird  has  juftly  been  a  favourite  with  fome  of  our  moft  diftin- 
guiflied  poet's,  and  has  received  i!ue  attention  from  them  in  their  writings. 
I  will  fet  before  the  reader  a  few  inftances,  out  of  many  which  I  have  col 
lected,  perhaps  rather  too  idly  and  imneceffarily.  In  a  concert  of  birds  by 
Browne,  Song  3.8.  r.  the  Red-breaft  is  thus  diftinguifhed  : 

The  mounting  larke,  daie's  herauld,  got  on  wing 

Bidding  each  bird  chufe  out  his  bow  and  fing. 

The  lofty  treble  fung  the  little  wren; 

Robin  the  meane,  that  brjl  rf  all  loves  men,  Thomp.  Edit. 

In  Nicolls's  Cuckow,  p.  12.  Edit.  1607.  in  a  collection  of  birds  we  Kieet 
with 

The  Red-briajl  fweet,  that  loves  the  looki  of  men. 
M.  Dray  ton  in  his  Owl : 

Covering  with  mok  the  dead's  unclofed  eye 
The  little  Red-breafi  teacheth  charity. 

Collins  in  his  Dirge  : 

The  Red-brtaft  oft  at  evening  hours 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid 
With  hoary  mofs  and  gather'd  flowers, 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

But  above  all  others  on  this  fubjecl,  Thomfon  is  intitled  to  fuperlative 

praiTe : 

•  '»•  '    - — » — •—  one  alone, 
The  Red-brcaftj  facred  to  the  houfehold  Gods, 
Wifely  regardful  of  th'  embroiling  fky, 
In  joylefs  fields,  and  thorny  thickets,  leaves 
His  fhivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trufted  man 
His  annual  vifit.    Half  afraid,  he  firft 
Againft  the  window  beats ;  then  brifk,  alights 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor ^ 
Eyes  all  the  fmiling  family  afkance, 
And  pecks,  and  flarts,  and  wonders  where  he  is ; 
Till  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 
Attraa  his.  ilender  feet.  246.  Winter. 

See  likewife  a  Stanza  publilhed  by  Mr.  Mafon,  and  originally  intended  by 
Gray  to  have  been  introduced  into  his  Eiegy  : 

There 
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There-fcatter'd  oft,  the  earlieft  of  the  year 
By  hands  unfeen  are  ihow'rs  of  Violets  found ; 
The  Rfd-bre.afl  loves  to  build  and  warble  there, 
And  little  footfleps  lightly  print  the  ground. 

Page  ico.          grim-grinning  King. 

Milton  I  believe  has  b^en  juAly  and  univerfally  confidered  as  Unrivalled, 
where  he  fays  of  Death,  that  he 

Gnnn'd  horribly  a  ghaftly  fmile. 

I  cannot  refift  the  opportunity  of  fetting  before  my  readers,  a  paffage,  which 
though  diiftmilar  in  itsfubjec%  and  inferior  in  its  merit,  yet  eminently  well 
exprelfes  that  mixture  of  contrary-  paiiions  which  is  frequently  fublime. 
I  have  always  confidered  this  inftance,  as  approaching  nearer  to  the  man 
ner  of  Milton,  than  any  thing  1  have  met  with  in  the  whole  courfe  of  my 
poetical  reading.  I;;  the  Mafque  of  the  Gods,  introduced  in  the  Argalus 
and  Paitheuia  of  Quarks,  the  Goddefie  of  the  night  is  thus  fancifully 
habited : 


•  her  body  xvas  confinde 


Within  a  coale-blacke  mantle,  thorow  linde 

With  *  fable  furrs ;  her  treifes  were  of  hew 

Like  ebony,  on  which  a  perly  dewe 

Hung,  like  a  fpiders  web;  her  face  did  fhrow'd 

A  fwarth  complexion,  underneath  a  cloud 

Of  blacke  cuiTd  cvpreifc :  on  hsr  head,  me  wore 

A  crowne  of  burnifht  gold,  befhaded  o'er 

With  foggs  and  rory  f  mift ;  her  hand  did  beare 

A  fcepter  and  a  fable  hemifphere  ; 

SShefttrnlyJhovke  >>>*  ihwy  Jocks,  and  brnks 

^V  melancholy  Jmilet B.  3.  p.  112. 

For  this  mixture  of  oppofite  pa'Tions,  fee  Spence  on  the  Odyffey,  p.  77,  a 
truly  claffical  work,  by  no  means  fo  popular  as  it  fhoukl  be,  and  to  which 
we  may  well  apply  what  Dr.  Johjifon  has  aiferted  of  Watts's  Improvement 
of  the  mind,  "  Whoever  has  the  care  of  instructing  others,  may  be  charged 
with  deficience  in  his  duty,  if  this  book  is  not  recommended."  See  alfo  Dr. 


Milton  has  arrayed  Night  in  fables  j 

with  him  enthron'd 

tl  Night —  ^  B.  962.  P.  Loft. 

f  Rory,  this  word  feems  very  undefervedly  difufed.    Fairfax  has  it  in  hit 
Taflb : 

And  fhook  his  wings  with  nary  may-dews  wet, 

M  z  Hennr 
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Henry  More's  Mift.  of  Godlinefs,  B.  6.  Ch.  5.  who  compares  the  pleafurei 
of  this  life  to  the  grinding  laugbte>-  of  Gh^fts,  &c. 

Page  10 r.  The  Sir  W.  Alexander  to  whom  this  Sonnet  is  addreffed, 
was  afterwards  created  Earl  of  Sterline.  He  wrote  poetry,  a  lift  of  which 
is  given  by  Mr.  Pinkertnn,  in  his  Ancient  Scotifh  Poems, p.  iii.  He  was  a 
particular  friend  of  our  Drayton's,  as  fhould  feem  from  the  verfes  of  the  lat 
ter  on  "  Poets  and  Poefy."  He  there  ftyles  him, 

That  man  whofe  name  I  ever  would  have  known 
Tp  (land  by  mine,  &c. 

There  is  a  fenfible  little  tract  of  his,  entftuled,  "  A  cenfure  of  fome  poets, 
Ancient  and  Modern,"  and  addreffed  to  Drummortd  of  Hawthorden,  his  in 
timate  friend,  preferved  in  the  Edinb.  Edit,  of  the  latter,  p.  159. 

Page  102.    •     Summer's  bsncur. 

Honour  is  frequently  ufed  by  our  old  Poets  for  beauty.  The  Latins  tried 
konos,  in  the  fame  manner,  for  pulchritude.  As  in  Horace : 

Non  femper  idem  floribus  eft  bonos 

Vernis.  1 1  Od.  2  B. 

Page  104.  On  this  fubject  poets  of  all  ages  and  nations  have  been  very 
eloquent ;  fuffice  it  to  fay,  that  Shakfpeare  in  his  Henry  the  4th,  Part  2. 
Act  3.  Sc.  i.  has  furpaffed  every  thing  that  has  hitherto  appeared  on  the 
fame  fubjecl.  And  his  admirers  may  fafely  defy  the  moil  bigoted  and  in- 
duftrious  fcbolars  to  produce  from  the  collected  works  of  all  antiquity,  an 
invocation  of  fuch  tranfcendent  merit : 

Since  I  am  thine,  O  come,  &c. 

In  the  original  fpirit  of  the  Greek  Epigram,  the  following  lines  are  com- 
pofed,  and,  as  I  have  been  informed,  were  intended  to  have  been  placed  un 
der  a  ftatue  of  Somnus,  in  the  garden  of  the  late  learned  Mr.  James  Harris 
of  Salifbury  ;  it  will  be  no  derogation  to  their  beauties,  to  compare  them 
with  the  conclufion  of  Drummond's  Sonnet : 

Ad  Somnum. 

Somne  veni,  et  quanquam  cert-iffima  mortis  imago  es, 

Confortem  cupio  te  tamen  etfe  tori ! 
Hue  ades,  haud  abiture  cito  :  nam  fie  fine  vita 

Vivere,  quam  fuave  eft,  fie  fine  morte  mori ! 

It  may  be  rreceffary  to  inform  fome  readers,  that  they  are  written  by  the 
prefent  Poet  Laureat.  In  Popham's  Selecta  Poemata,  p.  57.  they  occur, 
but  they  appear  to  have  undergone  a  revifal  confiderably  for  the  better,  in 
the  copy  from  which  I  have  printed  them.  A  tranflation  of  them  is  to  be 
found  in  the  Gent.  Mag.  for  March  1775,  p.  144. 

Page  105.  Drayton  has  here  in  the  compafs  of  fourteen  lines  only  been 
very  profufe  of  fine  compound  epithets.  Silvtr-jan4*djh9r«9f<>*l'jkriHtdf*intt 

milk- 
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/wans,  myrrb-breathing   Zephyr,  neEiar-  dropping  Jboiuers,    dew* 
imfearled  Jioioen  : 

-  Browne  compliments  Brayton  as  the  Swain 
"  Who  on  the  bank.es  of  Ancor  turn'd  his  pipe." 

SeeB  i.  Song  5.  p.  179, 

Page  1  06.         That  faireft  ftates  have  fatal!  nights  and  dayes  ; 
fatally  here  means  deflin'd  by  the  Fates,  like  the  \vort\f  afatis  in  Latin  : 

"  Non  licuit  fines  Lta\os,fataliajue  ar-va 

**  Mec  tecum  Aufonium,  quicumque  eft,  quasrere  Tybrim." 

JEn.  5.  8z. 

Page  1  08.  —  immelodious.  A  word  very  harmonious  and  uncommon. 
Milton  lifes  "  ineloquent,"  8  P.  Loft.  219. 

Page  109.        The  Ihipwreck  of  my  ill*advifed  youth. 
He  again  fays, 

"  Look  on  the  dear  expences  of  my  youth."    p.  1  1  1. 
Lord  Surry  upbraids  Beauty,  and  calls  it 

Enemy  to  youth,  that  moft  may  I  bewail  e.  p.  9$. 

Page  113.         Or  moone  at  night  mjettie  chariot  roll'd  ? 
Browne  reprefents  night  as  drawn  in  a  carnage  of  the  fame  materials  : 

All-drowfie  Night,  tvbi  in  a  carre  of  jet 

By  fteedes  of  iron-gray  drawne  through  the  iky. 

Brit.  Paft.  B  2.  Son.  i.  p.  33.  Th.  Edit. 

Page  1  14.        Where  flave-born  man  playes  to  the  fcoffing  ftarres, 
This  language  of  defperation  may  be  compared  with  thefe  Une.s  of  .  Pray  ton  : 
-#        *        *        *        *        *        * 
Which  doth  inforce  me  partly  to  prefer 
The  opinion  of  that  mad  Philofopher, 
Who  traight  thit  thofe  all-fraiiiing  Powers  above 
(As  'tis  f,.ppos'u)  made  man  not  out  of  love 
To  him  at  all,  but  only  as  a  thing 
To  make  them  fport  with,  which  they  ufe  to  bring 
As  men  do  monkies,  puppets,  and  fuch  tools. 

Drayton  to  W.  Browne. 

In  contradiction  to  this  abfurd  and  uncomfortable  doctrine,  let  us  hear 
what  one  of  the  wifeft  and  greateft  men  this  country  has  produced,  fays, 
«  But  that  Nature  fhould  implant  in  man  fuch  a  ilrong  propenfion  to  reli- 
cion,  which  is  the  reverence  of  a  Deity,  there  being  neither  God  nor  Angel 

M  3  nor 
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nor  Spirit  in  the  world,  is  fuch  a  flur  committed  by  her  as  there  can  he  in 
no  wife  excogitated  any  excufe  for.  If  there  were  a  higher  fpecies  of  things 
to  laugh  at  as  we  do  at  the  ape,  it  might  feem  more  tolerable."  Dr.  H. 
More's  Antidote  againft  Atheifrn,  1655  Edit.  p.  152.  The  concluding  idea 
in  this  extract  Jfomewhat  reminds  us  of  a  line  in  Tope's  Elfay  on  Man: 

Superior  beings        *         *         * 

*         #         *         *         *        *         * 

AdmirM  fuch  wifdom  in  an  earthly  fhape 
'd  a  Nt,iut:n  as  iveJyciv  an  At.. 


Page  115.     Turn'ft  is  here  ufed  for  return'il. 

Page  \  16.     The  heft  of  Spenier's  Sonnets  is  addrefled  to  the  Spring.  See 
5  Vol.  p.  73   Hugh.  Eciit. 

And  twice  it  is  not  given  thee  to  be  born. 

A  mere  reference  might  difappolnt  the  claffical  reader  ;  as  fuch  I  fhall  make 
no  fcruple  to  quote  at  length  the  well  known  beautiful  lines  of  Mofchus  on 
this  fubject  : 

A*,  A*  Tul  jtxciXa^aj  fj.lv  ITTO.V  V.K!-I  xa/ny  oAu.'>?«ij 
H  Tti  yX  •  (J«  G-«Juv«)   TO  T'  s-J9aX£j  «Xsv  av»]0;T>, 
TclfpM  r'.'j  £u!0  7i  Hrti  ttj  Hof  rtA./  v  JJt/'svJt' 
Afx.uf?  ^'  ot  fvH   rtXoi  xat  Hajltfii  ')  'jofol  rev^ofj 
O^woTf  u/fwTa  S'tivu.xlf,   avti--ocj  Iv  703yL>tct\« 


I  never  faw  the  fpirit  of  thefe  verfes  better  transfufed,  than  in  the  following 
extract  from  the  very  early  production  of  a  friend,  whofe  poetry  is  among 
the  leaft  of  his  many  elegant  attainments  : 

Y=;t  mark  the  violet,  how  it  loads  with  fweets 
The  pregnant  gale,  fpreading  its  purple  leaves, 
The  painted  pink  too,  with  the  rofe-bud's  bloom, 
And  fair  naroiilus  catch  th'  enchanted  eye. 
When  wilier'?  fro  ft  arrefts  the  rufhing  flream, 
And  vinds  ir>.  icy  chains  the  fadden'd  year  ; 
Fled  is  their  beauty,  fled  that  fragrant  breath 
Wont  to  regale  the  weary  paffcnger. 
But  .when  the  fpring  etherial  mildnefs  fheds, 
And  bids  the  b^ook  its  former  flow  refume, 
Up  fprings  the  lark,  Aurora's  meifenger, 
Qlatld'ning  the  goat-herd  with  his  early  fong, 
Each  plant,  each  flower,  inhales  the  genial  breath^ 
And  opening  into  life,  again  pours  forth, 
I,nofe  on  the  zephyr,  ail  its  wonted  fweets. 
Again  the  violet  dark  refumes  its  hue, 
Nor  wanting  to  the  rofe-bud  is  its  bloom. 
Whate'er  amid  the  plant  creation,  erft 

ir'd  to  make  the  joyous  year  complete, 
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Again  (hoots forth,  renewing  all  its  power: 
Then  why  boafts  Man  his  origin  divine, 
(Lord  of  the  Qniverfe,  Creation's  pride) 
His  fpring  hut  once,  but  once  his  winter  comes 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  to  rife  no  more  ? 

This  note  has  been  already  too  much  extended  to  admit  of  Dr.  Jortin's  Imi 
tation  of  Molchus's  lines.     See  p.  32,  Lnfus  Poet. 

Page  117.  The  Ancients  feem  to  have  been  equally  attached  to  this 
bird,  as  the  Moderns  Attentive  mention  is  made  of  it  in  Homer,  Theo 
critus,  Virgil,  and  Horace,  and  Mr.  Huntingford  in  his  Apology  for  the 
Monoftrophics  (one  of  the  few  controverts!  vorks  in  which  the  fcholar 
and  the  gentleman  are  mod  happily  blended,)  has  by  many  paffages  proved 
it  the  favourite  all\>  of  Sophocles.  See  p.  8g,&c.  Some  of  the  beft  poets  of 
this  country  have  ngnified  their  partiality  to  it,  in  ilrains  almoft  as  deli 
cious  as  its  own.  Milton's  regard  for  it  muft  ba  well  kn  ;wn  to  all  his 
readers  as  it  has  been  remarked  by  almoft  all  his  commentators.  Thomfon  *, 
pre  -eminently  the  Poet  of  Nature,  who  wrote  immediately  from  obferva- 
tion,  has  not  been  wanting  in  its  praifes.  Goy  has  remembered  it  in  his 
Ode  to  the  Spring.  Is  it  not  fomewhat  rtrange  that  Collins  fhould  have 
omitted  to  mention  this  b>i  d  ?  In  all  his  poetry  I  reco'.iacl  no  allufion  to  this 
fubjcft,  and  have  always  confidered  the  abfence  of  Philomel  as  no  trivial 
blemifh  in  his  Ode  to  Evening.  .Hut  above  all  the  panegyrics  that  have  been 
defervedly  pafTcd  upon  this  univerfal  favourite,  1  have  feen  nothing  yet, 
that  in  any  degree  approaches  the  notice  of  one  who  was  certainly  no  poet ; 
my  reader  will  be  furprifed  perhaps  when  I  name  honeft  Jzack  Walton, 
but  let  him  read  this  and  judge.  "  But  the  Nightingale,  another  of  my  airy 
creatures,  breathes  fuch  fweet  loud  mufick  out  of  her  little  inftrumental 
throat,  that  it  might  make  mankind  to  think  miracles  are  not  ceafed.  He 
that  at  midnight,  when  the  very  labourer  ileepsfecurely,  (hould  hear,  as  I 
have  very  often,  the  clear  airs,  the  fweet  f  d<fcantst  the  natural  rifing  and 
falling,  the  doubling  and  redoubling  of  her  voice,  might  well  be  lifted 
above  earth,  and  fay,  ''  Lord,  ivbat  mufick  haft  thtu  provided  for  the  Saints  in 
Heaven,  lubtn  tbw  ajfordeft  bad  men  futb  mifak  on  earth."  Compl.  Angler, 
page  i. 


*  The  elegant  and  ingenious  Mr.  Pennant,  has  very  properly  quoted  in 
his  Britilh  Zoology,  every  paffage  from  Milton  in  which  it  is  mentioned. 


The  wakeful  nightingale 


She  all  night  long  her  amorous  defcant  fung. 

P.  Loft' 4  B.  603. 

M  4  1  Witt 
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I  xvill  fubjoin.  a  few  defcriptions  from  our  older  Poets.     Niccols  has  bee-n 
very  minute  on  this  head  : 

The  little  Pivlomel  with  curious  care 

.S.v'/wjr  ^j^ifrher  ditties  did  prepare, 

And  many  tunes,  whofe  harmonic  did  paffe 

All  mufike  elie  that  ere  invented  was ; 

One  while  the  meane  part  fhe  did  f wee.  lly  warble, 

The  ten  nor  now,  the  bafe  and  then  the  treble : 

Then  all  ;'t  once  with  many  parts  in  one 

Divi^inc;  fweetly  indivifion; 

Now  fome  i \veete  ftraine  to  mind  fhe  doth  reftore, 

V/hich  all  the  wincer  ihee  had  conn'd  before, 

And  with  inch  canning  dejksnti,  thereupon, 

That  curious  art  ne'er  doclrin'dany  one 

With  lute,  with  violl,  or  with  voice  in  quire 

That  to  her  matchleife  mufike  mijht  afpire. 

The  Cuckow,  p.  12,  1607, 

Bird-fanciers  are  accuflomed  to  call  the  practice  of  old  birds  teaching  their 

young  to  fmg,  >ecai-<.i:n  ^ ;  from  this  circumstance  Drayton  very  poetically  and 
fancifully  dates  the  origin  of  mufic,  which  I  think  exceeds  what  Lucretius 
has  advanced  on  the  fame  fubjecl,  Lib,  5.  1378  line. 

• Philomel  in  fpring 

Teaching  by  art  her  little  one  to  ring  ; 

By  IL  j'jj'i  c/.-v"-  -voi'-e  /*itfi."  mufic  firjl  ivai  found 

Jjejo-c  Aftphu-n  evtr  kn^iu  a  found*  Tl)ff  Owl. 

Browne  a  very  minute  obferver,  and  fometimes  an  accurate  defcriber  of 
Nature  and  rural  objedls,  has  remarked  ihe  fame  property  of  this  Bird: 

Under  whcfe  lliade  the  Nightingale  would  bring 
Her  chirping  young,  and  teach  tbem  bmv  to  ft,  ^. 

Brit.  Pad.  i  B.  5  Song, 

In  mentioning  the  time  before  fun-rife,  he  introduces  it  again  : 

For  the  Turtle  and  her  mate 

S.tten  yet  in  r.efl : 
Anil  the  Tnruflle  hath  not  been 
Gath'ring  wormes  ytf  on  the  green, 

But  attends  her  reit. 


This  is  Thomfon's : 

— —  on  the  bough 


722.  Spring, 


.       '     ; 
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Not  a  bird  hath  taught  her  young, 
Nor  her  morning's  leffon  fung 

Jn  the  fhady  grove : 
But  the  Nightingale  in  d«,fa  * 
Singing,  woke  the  mounting  Larke 

She  records  her  love. 

Shepheard's  Pipe.  3  Eclog. 

But  Browne  attributes  the  cuftom  of  teaching,  to  other  birds  as  well  as  the 
Nightingale,  defcribing  a  place  of  retirement,  he  fays, 

Wherein  melodious  birds  did  nightly  harbour  : 
And  on  a  bough,  within  the  quickning  fpring, 
Wwld  be  a  t-afb:ng  of  thc'n  \oung  tojing.  Song  3.  B.  I. 

See  Andrew  Marvel's  "  Appleton  Houfe,"  who  touches  upon  the  Night 
ingale,  p.  65-  Vol.  1.  Cooke's  Edit. 

Dray  ton  def«:ribes  with  great  fpirit  a  confort  qf  birds,  in  which  the 
Nightingale  is  highly  diftinguifhed : 

When  Phoebus  lifts  his  head  out  of  the  winter's  wave, 
No  fooner  doth  the  earth  her  flowery  bofom  wave, 
At  fuch  time  as  the  year  brings  on  the  pleafant  fpring, 
But  hunts-up  to  the  morn  the  feath'red  fy Ivans  fmg: 
And  in  the  lower  grove,  as  on  the  rifing  knole, 
Upon  the  higheft  fpray  of  every  mounting  pole, 
Thofe  quiriflers  are  nerch't  with  many  a  fpeckled  breaft. 
Then  from  her  burnilht  gate  the  goodly  glitt'ring  Eaft 
Gilds  every  lofty  top,  which  late  the  humorous  night 
Befpangled  had  with  pearl,  to  pleafe  the  morning's  fight: 
On  which  the  mirthful  quires,  with  their  clear  open  throaty 
Unto  the  joyful  morn  fo  {train  their  warbling  notes, 
That  lulls  and  vallies  ring,  and  even  the  echoing  air 
Seems  all  compos'd  of  founds,  about  them  every  where. 
The  Throftel,  with  fhrill  fharps ;  as  purpofely  he  fong 
T'  awake  the  luftlefs  fun  ;  or  chiding,  that  fo  long 
He  was  in  coming  forth,  that  fhould  the  thicke  s  thrill: 
The  Woofel  near  at  hand,  that  hath  a  golden  bill: 
As  nature  him  had  markt  of  purpofe,  t'  let  us  fee 
That  from  all  other  birds  his  tunes  fhould  different  be : 
For,  with  their  vocal  founds,  they  fmg  to  pleafant  May; 
Upon  his  dulcet  pipe  the  Merle  doth  only  play. 
Whtn  in  the  loive*-  hrake,  the  JNigktingals  hard-byt 
In  fi<cb  lamenting  firaim  the  joy  f 'HI  boun  doth  ply, 
j4s  though  the  other  birds  Jbe  o  h  r  tunet  would  draw, 
jlnd,  (but  that  Nature  by  her  all-conftraining  lawj 


*  This  is  Milton's  : 

. as  the  wakeful  bird 

Sings  darkling r  38.  B,  3.  P.  Loft, 

Eacb 
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Excb  bird  to  her  own  kind  this  feafon  doth  trtvitet 

They  elfe,  alone  to  bt-ar  that  charmer  of  the  nivbt, 

{The,  w>re  to  ufe  their  ears)  their  voice*  fute  would  fp  are  9 

That  moduleth  be.r  tunes  fr  admirably  rare^ 

j4s  man  tofet  in  farts  atjirji  had  learn*  d  of  her. 

Poly-Olblon,  13  Song. 

See  likewife  a  very  minute  and  accurate  defcription  in  Sylvefter's  Du  Burtas, 
p. 44  Fol.  Edit.  1641.  See  p.  1319.  4.  Vol.  1536  ibid.  Drayton  Oldy's 
Edition. 

To  accumulate  yet  more  inftances,  of  a  fimilar  nature  would  be  neither 
difficult  nor  unpleafing : 

Sed  fu^it  interea,  fugit  irreparabile  tempus, 
Singula  durn  tapti  circumvcctamur  am  ore.      VIRC. 

To  him  who  has  been  •*  long  in  populous  cities  pent,"  who  has  feldom 
been  accaflomed  to  view  <;  each  rural  fight"  with  poetical  eyes,  and  to 
**  each  rural  found"  has  turn'd  a  deaf  or  an  undelighted  ear,  thefe  notices,  it 
is  feared,  will  fcem  moil  diminutive  and  frivolous  j  but  to  others  who.  have 
beard  from  this  bird 

Strains  that  might  create  a  foul 

tinder  the  ribs  of  Death, 

in  the  luxurious  groves  of  Hertfordshire,  it  is  hoped,  however  unimportant 
they  may  be,  that  they  will  at  leaft  be  coniidered  as  not  incurious* 

Page  1 1 S.     • for  weedes  at  Normandie  by  this  in  porches  groe. 

Meaning,  that  they  had  fo  exhaufted  their  country  (Normandy)  by  the 
forces  they  had  draughted  from  it  already,  that  its  cities  were  left  defolate 
:md  uninhabited.  The  expreffion  is  aukward  ;  but  the  idea  is  forcible,  and 
iiot  unlike  what  Thomfon  lays  of  the  effedls  of  the  plague  : 

Empty  the  ftreets,  tvltb  uncnuib  verdure  clad ; 

Into  the  wo1  il  of  defarts  ludden  turn'd 

The  chearful  haunt  of  men.  Summer,  1060. 

Page  119.         Yea  pardon  hath  he  to  depart,  Sec. 
Thus  Kenry  the  5th  to  his  foldiers : 


dont  wifh  one  more : 


Rather  proclaim  it  (Weftmorelaud)  through  my  hofl, 
That  he  which  hath  no  ftomach  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart.     SHAKSPEARE. 

j2o<.         .    i    . — — — —  this  is  my  ground  or  grave. 

See  the  Speech  of  Alric  in  Claudian  on  invading  Italy. 

Hanc  ego  vel  victor  regno,  vel  morte  tenebo 
Vidus  humura.  De  Bell.  Gent.  530. 

7  Page 
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Page  126.         And  in  the  faces  of  their  foes  your  women,  indefpight. 
Should  fling  their  fuckhng  babes. 

How  exquifitely  unnatural  is  a  profefiion  of  lady  Macbeth's  in  this  way : 

1  have  giv'n  fuck,  and  know 

How  tender  'risto  love  the  habe  that  milks  me, 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 
Have  plnck't  my  nipple  from  hisbonelefs  gums 
And  dafht  the  brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fworn 
As  you  have  done  to  this • 

Page  125.     Her  name  is  written  indifferently  Voadicea,  Boodicea,   Bun- 
duica,  and  Bondicea.     Selden's  Notes  on  Dray  ton. 

Fage  126.        Pichtes  of  Scythian  breed. 

Thofe  who  may  be  inclined  to  examine  into  the  hiftory  of  this  nation,  are 
referred  to  a  very  mafterly  enquiry,  entituled,  "  A  DifTertation  on  the  origin 
and  progrefs  of  the  Scythian?;  or  Goths,"  by  the  able  and  ingenious  Mr.  Pin- 
kerton,  lately  publifhed.  To  this  Gentleman  (if  there  is  not  an  impertinence 
in  the  manner  of  my  doing  it,)  I  would  recommend  as;  a  motto  for  many 
of  his  works  the  following  verfe : 

Ha;  aofl'jv  (ji.lv  f  Xav  ToX|uav,  |u«X«  o-y^t^ogov  t/rli* 

Poet  Min.  Grseci.  p.  515.  1635  Edit.  Cantabrig. 

Page  127.    For  the  circumftances  of  this  interview,  fee  Livy  n.Lih, 
See  alfo  Plutarch's  life  of  Publicola. 
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Notwithftanding  the  following  incidental  Remarks  bear  no 

to  particular  pajjages  in  the  Extracts  *  which  compo-fe  dwfc 
volumes,  yet  they  are  intimate  y  connected  with  fome  of  the 
rcfpetfive  Authors  from  whom  thcfe  JLxtrafls.  are  taken  ;  and 
Icing  in  themfelves  both  too  foreign  as  w£</  as  too  extenjivs 
for  infcrtion  in  the  courfe  of  the  notesy  it  ivas  thought  necejjwy 
to  give  them  a  place  berrt. 

F.   QJJ  A  R  L  E  S. 

In  feledling  from  this  author,  I  have  been  obliged  to  omit  many  of  toils 
beauties  from  their  unfortunate  intermixture  with  the  moft  unpank»natvl« 
•  vulgarifms ;  in  gathering  flowers  from  fuch  foils,  weeds  will  unarokiifctf 
obtrude  themfelves ;  in  order  however  that  the  elegance  and  exadlnefs  of 
fome  of  his  fimilies,  which  were  too  Ihort  to  be  admitted  into  the  body  cf 
the  book,  may  not  be  overlooked,  I  take  the  opportunity  of  introduces 
them  to  the  reader  here,  and  mould  think  that  critic  more  fa&icUous  tiro 
ciear-ftghted,  who  mould  be  difpleafed  with  them. 

Even  as  the  foyle  (which  April's  gentle  mowers 

Have  fild  with  fweetnefle,  and  enrich't  with  flowers) 

Reares  up  her  fuckling  plants,  ftill  mooting  forth 

The  tender  bloffomes  of  her  timely  birth, 

But,  if  deny'd  the  beams  of  cheerly  May, 

They  hang  their  withered  heads,  and  fade  away; 
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So  man,  affifted  by  th'  Almightie's  hand, 
His  faith  doth  flourifh  and  fecurely  ft  and, 
But  left  awhile,  forfooke  (as  in  a  fhade) 
It  languishes,  and  nipt  with  fin  doth  fade. 

Job.  Millitant,  Med.  6- 

As  when  a  lady  (walking  Flora's  Bowre) 
Picks  here  a  pinke,  and  there  a  gilly-flowre, 
Now  plucks  a  vilet  from  her  purple  beJ, 
And  then  a  primrofe  (the  yeeres  maidenhead) 
There,  nips  the  bryer,  here,  the  Lover's  pauncy, 
Shifting  here  dainty  pleafures,  with  her  fancy, 
This,  on  her  arme,  and  that,  fhe  lifts  to  weare 
Upon  the  borders  of  her  curious  haire 
At  length,  a  rofe-bud  (paffing  all  the  reft) 
She  plucks,  and  bofomes  in  her  lilly  brefts. 

Hift.ofQueene  Efter,  Sea.  6 

Even  as  a  Hen  (\vhofe  tender  brood  forfakes 
The  doivny  cloiet  of  her  wings,  and  takes 
Each  its  affected  way)  markes  how  they  feed, 
This,  on  that  crum,   and  that,  on  t'  other  feed, 
Moves,  as  they  move,  and  ftayes,  when  as  they  flay, 
And  feems  delighted  in  their  infant-play  : 
Yet  (fearing  danger)  with  a  bufie  eye, 
Lookes  here  and  there  if  ought  fhe  can  efpy 
Which  (una wares)  might  fnatch  a  booty  from  her, 
Eyes  all  that  paffe,  and  watches  ev'ry  commer; 
Even  fo  the  affection,  &e. 

Job.  Mil.  Sedl.  i« 

Like  as  the  Haggard,  cloiftered  in  her  mew, 

To  fcowi"  her  downy  robes,  and  to  renew 

!Her  broken  flags,  preparing  t'  overtook 

The  tim'rous  mallard  at  her  Hiding  brook, 

Jets  oft  from  perch- to  perch,  from  ftock  to  ground, 

From  ground  to  window,  thus  furveying  round 

Her  dove-befeather'd  prifon,  'till  it  length 

Calling  her  noble  birth  to  mind,  and  ftrength 

Whereto  her  wing  was  born,  her  ragged  beak  , 

Nipps  of  her  jangling  *  jfjfcs,  ftrives  to  break 

Her  gingling  fetters  and  begins  to  bate 

At  ev'ry  glimpfe,  and  darts  at  ev'ry  grate. 

Emb.  i.  3.  & 


•    '  •  ••       If  I  prove  her  haggard, 

Though  that  her  jeffes  were  my  dear  heart  ftringt  „ 

I'd  whittle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind 

To  prey  at  fortune.  O  T  H  E L  LO, 

Eren 
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Even  as  the  needle,  that  directs  the  howre, 
(Toucht  with  the  loadftone)  by  the  fecret  power 
Of  hidden  Nature,  points  upon  the  pole  ; 
Even  fo  the  wavering  powers  of  my  foule, 
Toucht  by  the  virtue  of  thy  fpirit,  flee 
From  what  is  earth,  and  point  alone  to  Thee. 

Job.  Mil.  4  Me4. 

In  the  beautiful  fong  of  "  Sweet  William's  Farewell,"  the  failor  with  great 
propriety  adopts  a  nautical  term  from  his  own  Art : 

Change  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds ;  my  heart  fhall  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  flill  points  to  thee. 

In  perufmg  Quarles,  I  have  occafionafly  obferved  that  he  has  fometimcs 
taken  thoughts  from  the  works  of  Lord  Sterline,  but  the  patfages  were 
hardly  worth  noticing.  Quarles  was  indebted  to  Herman  Hugo  for  the  bint 
of  \vriting  Emblems,  the  earlieft  edition  I  have  been  able  to  meet  with,  is 
that  publifhed  in  16-3  at  Antwerp,  in  tolerable  good  Latin  Elegies.  A 
tranflation  of  it  appeared  Lond.  1686,  by  Edm.  Arwaker,  M.  A.  who  very 
injudicioufly  obferves,  that  "  Mr.  Quarles  only  borrowed  his  Emblems,  to 
prefix  them  to  much  inferior  fenfe."  The  earlieft  edition  of  Quarles's  book, 
that  I  have  feen,  is  in  1635,  all  the  prints  from  the  beginning  of  the  thir4 
book,  are  exactly  copied  from  Hugo,  but  Hugo  himfelf  was  not  original, 
As  Andrew  Alciat,  a  Milaneze  lawyer  fo  early  as  1535,  publifhed  at  Paris 
a  volume  of  Emblems.  Thuanus  gives  a  great  character  of  this  writer.  HifL 
Lib  8.  A  fmall  Edit,  of  Alciat's  work,  with  the  obfervations  of  C.  Minos, 
partially  extracted,  was  publifhed  at  Geneva.  There  is  a  pretty  thought  in 
one  of  the  emblems  which  ccnfifts  of  a  Helmet  turned  into  a  Beehive,  and 
furroundedon  all  fides  with  its  inhabitants,  the  motto  is,  Ex  hello  pax.  I 
mention  it  folely  to  obferve,  that  in  the  Sonnet  fung  before  Queen  Eliza 
beth  at  a  tilt  in  the  year  1590  at  Weftmimter,  and  fuppofed  to  have  beea 
•ompofed  by  the  Earl  of  Effex,  a  thought  of  the  fame  kind  occurs : 

My  belmet  noivjhall  make  an  bivefor  bees, 

And  lovers  fongs  (hall  turn  to  holy  pfalmes,  &c. 

See  Vol.  III.  Evans's  BaQa4», 

The  writer  of  the  fame  fong,  whoever  he  was,  might  have  been  indebted 
for  the  thought  to  forne  print  of  the  kind. 


W.    WARNER. 


Milton's  commentators  have  omitted  remarking,  that  in  the'foHowiig  pa£ 
fcge  he  feems  to  have  had  an  eye  on  Warner : 

Thee  bright -hairM  Vtjla  long  of  yore 

Tofolitary  Saturn  bore; 

His  daughter  (he,  in  Satums  reign 

Sueb  mixturt  VIM  not  ktld  tjlain.    Jt  PsNJ. 
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This  in  Albion's  England : 

In  Crete  did  florifh  in  thofe  daies  (firfl  there  that  flourilht  fojf 
Uranos  :  he  in  wealth  and  wit  all  others  did  outgoe. 
This  tooke  to  wife  ( not  then  forbad)  his  filler  Vtjta  fayre. 

B.  i  Ch.  i. 

The  turn  of  thinking  in  the  following  lines  will  remind  the  reader  of  Pope. 
Sir  J.  Maude  v; lie  during  his  travels,  writes  to  Eleanor,  the  coufin  of  King  Ed-» 
ward,  \?Ko  according  to  Warner's  ftory  had  fallen  in  love  with  him.  The 
following  forms  a  part  of  the  epiflls  : 

Great  ftore  of  beanties  have  I  feene,  but  none  as  yours  exact, 
Courts  alfo  more  thanftatelie.  with  faire  ladies  in  the  fame, 
Which  feem'd  but  common  forms  to  me,  remembring  but  yout 

name. 

When  in  the  holy-land  I  pray'd,  even  at  the  holy  grave, 
(Forgive  m:  G,d)   •  fifh  f-rj:nne,  and  th-te  for  Ir.ve  /gave. 
Againft  the  fierce  Arabians  I  the  Soldan's  pay  did  take, 
Wbtn  of-,  as  rnjittfor  Saif-t  George  Saint  Eleanor  1  (fake. 

B.  10.  Ch.  634 

<c  Not  on  the  crofs  my  eyes  were  fix-'d  but  you." 
Again : 

if  Thy  image  fteals  between  my  God  and  rnee."    ELOISA. 


W.    D  R  U  M  M  O  N  D. 


One  would  be  almofl  led  to  fuppofs  that  Pope  had  feen  and  remembered 
thefe  lines : 

Ah !  as  a  Pilgrime  who  the  Alpes  doth  paffe, 
Or  Atlas  temples  crown 'd  with  winter's  glafle, 
The  ayrie  Caucafus,  the  Apennine, 
Pyrene's  cliftes  where  funne  doth  never  fhine, 
When  he  fome  heapes  of  hilles  hath  overwent, 
Beginnes  to  think  on  reft,  his  journey  fpent, 
Till  mounting  fome  tall  mountaine  hee  doe  finde 
More  hights  before  hiiti  thann  he  left  behinde. 
9  Drum.  p.  38. 4to  Edit. 

So  pleas'd  at  firft  the  towring  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  feem  to  tread  the  fky, 
Th'  eternal  fnows  appear  already  paft,  y 
And  the  firft  clouds  and  mountains  feem  the  lail ; 

BdC 
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. 

But  thofe  attain'd,  we  tremble  to  furvey 
The  growing  labour  of  the  lengthen'd  way,, 
Th'  increafmg  profpect  tires  our  w.ond'Hng  eyes, 
Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arife ! 

EfTay  on  Crit.  22$. 

f    The  following  lines>  defcribing  God  moved  to  wrath,  are  in  Milton's 
triariner : 

:. 
,_ 

So  feeing  Earth,  of  Angels  once  the  inn> 

Manfion  of  Saints,  deflovvred  all  by  fin, 

And  quite  confus'd,  by  wretches  here  beneath ; 

The  World's  great  Sovereign  moved  \vas,to  wratllj 

Thrice  did  he  rowfe  himfelf,  thrice  from  his  face 

Flames  fparkle  did  throughout  the  heavenly  place. 

The  ftars,  though  fixed,  in  their  rounds  did  quake  5 

The  earth,  and  earth-embracing  fea,  did  fhake : 

Carmel  and  Haemus  felt  it,  Athos  tops, 

Affrighted  fhrunk,  and  near  the  .^Ethiops 

Atlas,  the  Pyrenees,  the  Appennine, 

And  lofty  Grampius,  which  with  fno\v  doth  fhine. 

Then  to  the  Synod  of  the  Sp'rits  he  fwore, 

Man's  care  ftiould  end,  and  time  Ihould  be  no  more ; 

By  his  own  felf  he  fwore ,  &c. 

Poems,  p.  33.  Edin.  Ed.  1711. 

The  beft  of  Drummond's  profe  works,  is  his  «  Cyprefs  Grove,"  which 
though  quaint  in  its  ityle,  is  worth  reading  for  its  vein  of  dignified  morality. 
Mr.  Finkerton,  in  his  lift  of  Scotch  Poets,  calls  it  "  a  poor  piece  of  tinfel,'* 
and  fays  of  its  author,  that  "  like  other  great  po^ts,  he  could  not  write 
profe."  I  will  venture  to  affert,  that  he  is  more  miftaken  in  his  general 
pofition,  than  even  in  the  particular  inltance  fpecified.  Many  of  our  beft 
poets  have  rivalled,  and  fome  have  exceeded  the  profeiiional  profe-writers 
of  their  day.  We  have  no  contemporary  piece  of  profe  to  compare  in 
purity  with  Spenfer's  "  View  of  the  itate  of  Ireland,"  or  even  with  Daniel's 
"  Apology  for  Rhyme."  Cowley  was  unrivalled  by  any  profe-wrlter ; 
Davenant's  Preface  to  his  Gondibert,  is  a  good  piece  of  nervous  writing.  Are 
Dryden's  fine  Prefaces  to  be  forgotten,  or  Pope's  Letters  and  Preface-  *o  his 
works,  one  of  the  moft  polifhed  pieces  we  have  ?  but  above  all,  th';  profe; 
of  Goklfmith  is  the  ftrongeft  contradiction  of  his  ailerti.m,  it  is  the  model 
of  perfection,  and  the  ftandard  of  our  language,  to  equal  which  the  efforts  of 
moil  would  be  vain;  and  to  exceed  it  every  expectation,  folly. 


V«L.  H.  fr  >•  FLETCHER 
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P.    FLETCHER. 


At  the  bright  Limp  of  Spenfer,  who's  flame  will  never  expire  but  with 
our  language,  many  inferior  bards  have  lighted  their  flender  torches.  The 
perufal  of  the  Fair}'  Queen,  biaffed  the  minds  both  of  Cowley  and  More  * 
to  the  purfuit  of  poetiy.  And  to  them  we  may  add  Fletcher,  who  not  con* 
tented  with  deriving  his  general  tafte  for  Allegory  and  Perfonification  from 
him,  has  gone  fo  far  as  immediately  to  adopt  imagery  and  particular  figures. 
Though  it  may  fomewhat  detract  from  the  invention  of  Fletcher  to  com 
pare  him  in  fume  inftances  with  his  original,  yet  it  is  the  only  method  of 
forming  a  real  eilimate  of  his  merits ;  and  as  Dr.  Johnfon  well  obferves, 
"  it  is  the  bufmefs  of  critical  juftice  to  give  every  bird  of  the  Mufes  his  pro 
per  feather;"  nor  has  he  himfelf  been  backward  in  due  acknowledgement, 
as  thefe  inftances  fufficiently  evince : 

Two  Shepherds  moft  I  love  with  jufl  adoring ; 

That  Mantuan  fwain,  who  chang'd  his  flender  reed 

To  trumpets  martiall  voice,  and  warres  loud  roaring^ 

From  Cory  don  to  Turnus  derring  deed ; 

And  next  our  home-bred Coiins  ftveete/i  firing} 
Their  fit  pi  not  following  clojc,  but  Jarre  admiring'. 

T,  lackey  one  of  thefe  is  allnty  pride  s  a/firing. 

Can.  6.  5  St.  P.  in. 

The  following  Eulogium  to  his  memory  does  equal  credit  to  his  heart  as  t» 
?m  abilities,  and  deferves  being  brought  forward  to  notice*  He  is  lamenting 
the  fate  of  Genius : 

Witnefle  our  Colin  f  ;  whom  though  all  the  graces, 
And  all  the  Mufes  nurit ;  whole  well  taught  fong 
Parnailus  felf,  and  Glorian  J  embraces, 
And  all  the  learn'd,  and  all  the  fhepherds  throng ; 

Yet  all  his  hopes  were  croft,  all  fuits  deni'd ; 

Difcourag'd,  iconvd,  his  writings  vilifi'd  : 
Poorly  (poore  man)  he  li v'd ;  poorly  (poore  man)  he  di'd. 

And  had  not  that  great  Hart§,  (whofe  Lonour'd  he'ad 

Ah  lies  full  low)  piti'd  thy  wofull  plight; 

There  had  ft  thou  li'en  unwept,  unburied, 

Vnbleft,  nor  grac't  with  any  common  rite: 

Yet  (halt  thou  live,  when  thy  great  foe  [j  fhall  fink 
Beneath  his  mountain  tombe,  whofe  fame  (hall  ftink  j 

And  time  his  blacker  namelhall  blurt e  with  blackeftink. 


Preface  to  his  Philofophical  Poems,  1647.  Edit.  f  Spenfer. 

Elizabeth.  §  Earl  of  Efiex.  jl  Burleigh. 


O  let 
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O  let  th'  Iambic  Mufe  revenge  that  wrong, 

Which  cannot  (lumber  in  thy  Iheets  of  lead : 

Let  thy  abufed  honour  crie  as  long 

As  there  be  quills  to  write,  or  eyes  to  reade : 

On  his  ranke  name  let  thine  own  notes  be  turn'di 
"  Ob  may  that  man  that  bath  the  Mufi$f corn' d, 

Jilivct  nor  dtad,  be  ever  of  a  Mufe  adorn' d!" 

Can.  i.  St.  19.  &c. 

He  again  touches  on  the  misfortune  of  Spenfer  Can.  6.  St.  52. 

But  to  come  more  immediately  to  the  feveral  parallel  paffages,  let  the 
reader  compare  Fletcher's  Gluttonie.  Can.  7.  Stan  80.  with  Spenfer's  B.  i. 
Can.  4.  21  and  22  Stan.  F.  Queen,  compare  Fletcher's  Atimus.  Cant.  8.  42 
Stan.  &c.  with  Spenfer's  Idlenefs.  B.  i.  4  Cant.  St.  18.  compare  Fletcher's 
Tbumos.  Can.  7.  St.  55.  with  Spenfer's  Wrath.  B.  i.  Can.  4.  St.  33.  compare 
Fletcher's  ^fe/ges.  Can.  7.  St.  23.  with  Spenfer's  Lechery. B.  i.  Can.  4. St.  24. 
compare  Fletcher's  Pleconeffej.  Can.  8.  Stan.  24.  with  Spenfer's  Avarice. 
B.  i.  Can.  4.  St.  27.  compare  Fletcher's  Envie.  Can.  7.  St.  66.  with  Spen 
fer's  Envy.  B.  j.  Can.  4.  St.  30.  likewife  with  another  defcription.  B.  5- 
Can.  i2.«St.  31.  Some  of  Fletcher's  lines  well  exprefs  what  Pope  with 
great  felicity  ftyles,  "  darning  with  faint  praije" 

When  needs  he  muft,yet  faintly,  then  he  praifes ; 
Somewhat  the  deed,  much  more  the  means  he  raifes  : 
So  marreth  what  he  makes,  and  praifing  moft,  difpraifes. 

Ccmpare  Fletcher's  Deilos.  Can.  8.  St.  10.  with  Spenfer's  Fear.  B.  3.  Can. 
12.  St.  12.  There  feems  to  me  more  nature  and  real  poetry  in  Fletcher's 
describing  him  as  b\\t.jiarting  at  the  fight  of  his  arms,  than  in  Spenfer,  who 
on  the  fame  occafion  represents  him  as  abfolutely  "flying faft  aivay"  but 
perhaps  Speafer  has  hightened  the  image  by  making  him  equally  terrified 
with  the  found  of  them  as  thejigbt  ;  this  is  omitted  in  Fletcher.  No  one  of 
Fletcher's  figures  is  more  confidently  habited,  than  his  Death. 

A  dead  man's  ikull  fuppli'd  his  helmet's  place, 

A  bone  his  club,  his  armour  fheets  of  lead  : 

Some  more,  fome  leffe  fear  his  al/-fngbtmg  face ; 

But  moft  who  fleep  in  downie  pleafures  bed.        ia  Can.  38. 

't'et  the  nrft  of  thefe  terrific  attributes  is  fuggefled  by  Spenfer,  who,  has 
given  it  to  Meleager : 

Upon  his  head  he  wore  an  helmet  light, 

Made  of  a  dead  man's  fkull,  that  feem'd  a  ghaftly  fight. 

1 1  B.  1 1  Can.  St.  12, 

In  the  preceding  part  of  this  Canto  of  Spenfer,  in  which  the  foes  of  Tempe 
rance  befiege  her  dwelling  place,  we  find  fight,  hearing,  fmell,  and  tafte,  per- 
fonified,  which  remind  us  of  Fletcher,  and  difgrace  Spenfer.  I  have  often, 
thought  that  a  painter  of  taite  might  extraa  from  the  Purple  Ifland,  a  feries  of 
Allegorical  Figures,  which  if  well  executed  might  do  honour  to  his  pencil  ^ 
though  in  Come  inftanceshe  would  find  Fletcher  "  nimis  Poeta>"  in  others  he 
,N  *  wouli 
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would  have  little  to  do  but  to  fupply  the  colours :  and  as  there  can  be  no  n<5- 
ceffity  for  implicitly  tying  him  down  to  his  original,  the  liberty  of  rejecting 
fuperftuities,  and  fuppl)  ing  deficiencies  fhould  be  allowed.  The  motto's  and 
impreffes,  which  in  general  are  very  happily  adapted,  give  Fletcher's  figures 
an  air  of  life,  which  in  thai  particular  renders  them  fuperior  to  thole  of 
Spenfer  and  of  Sackville  *.  The  following  rich  figure  of  Hope  (which  is  re- 
prefented  as  Mafculine,)  is  among  Fletcher's  beft  pieces,  the  attitude  of  his 
leaning  on  his  attendant  PolHcita,  to  whom  every  female  grace  might  be 
given,  feems  worthy  the  notice  of  a  painter.  I  will  quote  the  defcriptiori 
at  iength,  as  it  affords  me  an  opportunity  of  comparing  it  with  a  figure  of 
Spenfer  on  the  fame  fubjecl : 

Next  went  Elpiaru,  clad  in  fyfy-//^  blue ; 

And  thro'  his  arms  few.ftars'did  fee'm  to  peep. 

Which  there  the  workman  s  hand  fo  finely  drew, 

That  rock'd  in  clouds  they  foftly  feem'd  to  ileep  : 
Kis  rugged  Ihield  was  like  a  rockie  mold, 
On  which  an  anchour  bit  with  fuieU  hold  : 

1  bold  by  being  held,  was  written  round  in  gold. 

Nothing  fo  cheerfull  was  his  thoughtfull  face, 
As  was  his  brother  Fido's  :  fear  feem'tl  dwell 
Clofe  by  his  heart ;  his  colour  chang'd  apace, 
And  wont,  and  came,  that  fure  all  was  not  well : 
Therefore  a  comely  Maid  did  oft  fuflain 
His  fainting  fleps,  and  fleeting  life  maintain  : 
Pottcita  fhe  night,  which  ne'er  could  lie  or  feigne. 

Can.  9.  St  36.- 


*  JF.fchylus  in  his  "  Seven  againft  Thebes"  has  fhex\>n  much  fancy  in 
the  mottos  and  devices  of  the  Ihields  of  the  ditferent  chiefs. 

f  Pyracles  in  Sidney's  Arcadia,  is  dreffed  in  a  garment  of  the  fame  ma 
terials,  "  Upon  her  body  fhe  wore  a  doublet  of  fkyt-colwr  fatin,"  &c. 
p.  42.  Milton  alfo  has  his  "  Jky-tinclured  grain,"  P.  L.  B.  5.  285.  but 
Fletcher  r^ight  have  had  a  paffage  in  Quarks  in  his  eye,  who  after  defcribing 
f  arthenia  in  a  robe  befpangled  \vith  itars  of  gold,  adds, 


her  difhevel'd  haire 


Hung  loofely  downe,  and  vayl'd  the  backer  part 
Of  thofe  her  Jku-rcjembllng  robes;  but  fo, 
That  every  breath  would  wave  it  to  and  fro, 
Like  flying  clouds,  through  which  you  might  difcover 
Sometimes  one  glim 'ring  itarre,  fometimes  another. 

B.  in.  Arg,  and  Par. 

the 
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The  following  is  Spenfer's  perfonification  which  is  delineated  with  greater 
chaility  than  ufual : 

With  him  went  Hope  in  rank,  a  handfome  maid, 
Of  chearful  look  and  lovely  to  behold  ; 
In  filken  famite  ihe  was  light  array 'd, 
And  her  fair  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold: 
She  always  fmil'd,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 
An  holy-water  fprinkle,  dipt  in  dew, 
With  which  (he  fprinkle'd  favours  manifold, 
On  whom  (he  lift,  and  did  great  liking  fhew  ; 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few. 

B.  3.  Can.  12.  St.  13. 

This  figure  is  fimple,  and  the  attributes  new ;  Hope  is  here  diverted  of  her 
ufual  emblem,  the  anchor,  (which  Fletcher  has  preferved,)  and  the  water- 
fprinkle  fubftituted  in  its  room,  which  gives  a  religious  air  to  the  image ; 
,had  it  but  received  the  fanction  of  antiquity  for  its  adoption,  we  mi^ht  per 
haps  have  heard  more  in  its  praife.  On  their  coins,  the  Ancients  we  find  repre- 
fented  Hope  in  the  charadter  of  a  fprightly  girl  looking  forward  and  holding 
a  bloiTom,  or  bud  in  her  right  hand  *,  whilit  with  her  left,  me  holds  up  her 
garment  to  prevent  its  retarding  her  pace.  On  a  coin  of  Hadrian,  I  have 
feen  Fortune  and  Hope  with  this  emblem.  Mr.  Spence  has  juftly  objected 
againft  Spenfer,  that  many  of  his  Allegorical  Personifications  are  inconfif- 
fent,  complicated,  and  overdone  ;  he  obferves,  that  when  they  are  well-in 
vented,  they  are  not  well-marked  out,  and  inftances  amongft  others  the 
figure  of  Hope  now  before  us.  But  furely  though  his  general  charge  may 
be  true,  in  this  inftance  he  has  been  milled  by  his  clallical  tafte,  and  too 
great  a  reverence  for  the  Ancients;  to  expect  an  implicit  adherence  to  them 
in  all  their  mythological  appendages,  is  unreafonable  and  abfurd,  and  at 
ones  puts  a  flop  to  every  exertion  of  fancy  and  genius ;  it  is  but  doing  juf- 
tice  to  them  to  acknowledge  that  their  emblematic  figures  are  unrivaled, 
but  as  their  feveral  tliftinct  attributes  are  clofely  connected  \vith,  and  indeed 
drawn  from  their  religion,  hiltory,  drefs,  and  manners,  they  mud  be  conii- 
clered  as  relatively  excellent  only;  we  cannot  be  fo  barren  of  invention,  as 
to  be  obliged  tamely  to  have  recourfe  to  their  imagery  on  all  occafions ;  the 
religion,  hiilory,  manners,  and  drefs,  of  our  own  country,  are  fufficiently 
dignified  to  fupply  a  fertile  imagination,  with  combinations  infinitely  new, 
and  to  jr.it ify  us  in  forming  a  llyle  of  our  own.  Propriety  in  feiection  is 
every  thing  : ,  to  produce  a  flrong  effect  from  a  few  mafterly  outlines, 
and  to  give  an  individual  and  exclusive  character  to  the  pei  fonage.  feems 
to  have  been  the  fcle  aim  of  the  Ancients;  from  the  profufton  of  ornaments 
with  which  moil  modern  allegorical  figures  are  overwhelmed,  we  are  as 
much  at  a  lots  to  difcover  for  whom  they  are  defigned,  as  we  are  to  unravel 
a  rc'ous  or  an  anagram.  Milton  appears  to  have  been  a  reader  of  Fletcher. 
I  will  conclude  thefe  defultory  remarks  on  him,  with  noticing  a  few  paf- 


*  We  commonly  fay,  "  to  tteflroy  our  boptt  in  tie  bud" 

N  3  fages 
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fages  that  have  cfcaped  the  commentators  of  our  Divine  Bard.  '  Milton,  is 
invoking  Mirth  to  bring  with  her, 

Nods  and  becks,  and  wreathed  fmifa, 
Such  as  hang  on  Hebe's  cheek, 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  fleek  ; 
Sport  that  'Wrinkled  Care  derides, 
And  Laughter  holding  both  his  fides. 

L'Alleg.  28. 

When  this  exquifite  aflemblage  was  formed,  it  is  more  than  probable,  that 
the  poet  had  an  eye  on  the  following  palfage  of  Fletcher  : 

Here  fportfull  Laughter  dwells,  here  ever  fitting, 
Defies  all  lumpifh  griefs,  and  wrinkled  care  ; 
And  twentie  merrie  mates  mirth  caufes  fitting, 
Andfmiles,  which  Lfitgbter's  fonnes,  yet  infants  are. 

P.lfland.  Can.  4.  St.  13.  Edit.  1633. 

"Where  thou  perhaps  under  the  whelming  tide. 

Lycid.  157. 

In  the  Edit  of  1630,  Milton  had  written  bumming  tide,  which  is  perhaps 
more  exprefiive  and  poetical.  His  firft  epithet  he  had  probably  from  the 
following  fine  paffage  of  Fletcher  : 

While  bumm'trg  rivers  by  his  cabin  creeping, 
Rock  foft  his  Numbering  thoughts  in  quiet  eafe. 

Eclog.  2. 

Milton  ufes  Syllable.  208  Comus.  Fletcher  in  his  Mifcellanies,  page  85,  has 


Milton  is  fomewhat  indebted  likewife  to  the  Chrift's  Viclorie  of  Gilet 
Fletcher.    Our  Lord  is  thus  defcribed  in  the  Wildernefs,  by  G.  Fletcher  : 

Seemed  that  man  had  them  devoured  all, 
Whome  to  devoure  the  beafts  did  make  pretenc®, 
But  him  their  falvage  thirft  did  nought  appall, 
Though  weapons  none  he  had  for  his  defence  : 
What  armes  for  innocence,  but  innocence  ? 

For  when  they  faw  their  Lord's  bright  cognizance 
Shine  in  his  face,  foon  did  they  difadvaunce, 
And  fome  unto  him  kneele,  and  fome  about  him  daunce. 


Downe 
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Downe  fell  the  Lordly  Lion's  angrie  mood, 
And  he  himfelfe  fell  downe,  in  congies  lowe; 
Bidding  him  welcome  to  his  waftfull  wood, 
Sometime  he  kift  the  graffe  vvhear  he  did  goe, 
And,  as  to  wafh  his  fcete  he  well  did  knowe, 
With  fanning  tongue  he  Hckt  away  the  duft, 
And  every  one  would  neereft  to  him  thruft, 
And  every  one,  with  new,  forgot  his  former  luft. 

Unmindfull  of  himfelfe,  to  minde  his  Lord, 

The  Lamb  ftood  gazing  by  the  Tygers  fide, 

As  though  betweene  them  they  had  made  accord, 

And  on  the  Lion's  back  the  goate  did  ride, 

Forgetfull  of  the  roughnefs  of  the  hide, 

If  he  ftood  ftill,  their  eyes  upon  him  bayted, 
If  walk't,  they  all  in  order  on  him  wayted, 

And  when  he  flept,  they  as  his  watch  themfelves  conceited. 

After  circumftantially  defcribing  the  perfon  of  Jefus,  Sataa  is  thus  intro 
duced  difguifed  : 

At  length  an  Aged  Syre  farre  off  he  fnwe 
Come  flowely  footing,  cverie  ftep  he  gueft 
One  of  his  feete  he  from  the  grave  did  drawe, 
Three  legges  he  had,  the  woodden  was  the  bed, 
And  all  the  way  he  went,  he  ever  bleft 
With  benedicities,  and  prayers  ftore 
But  the  bad  ground  was  blefled  ne'er  the  more, 
And  all  his  head  with  fnowe  of  age  was  waxen  hore, 

A  good  old  Hermit  he  might  feeme  to  be, 
That  for  devotion  had  the  world  forfaken, 
And  now  was  travailing  fome  Saint  to  fee, 
Since  to  his  beads  he  had  himfelfe  betaken, 
Whear  all  his  former  fin  ies  he  might  awaken, 

And  them  might  warn  a  way  with  dropping  brine, 
,        And  almes,  and  fafts,  and  churches  discipline, 
And  dead,  might  reft  his  bones  under  the  holy  Ihrine. 

But  when  he  neerer  came,  he  lowted  lowe 
With  prone  obeyfance,  and  with  curt'fie  kinde, 
That  at  his  feete  his  head  he  feem'd  to  throwe  ; 
What  needs  him  now  another  Saint  to  nade  ?     ' 

ice.  &c. 
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He  thus  exclaims  with  the  mod  artful  fimplicity : 

Ah,  mote  my  humble  cell  fo  bleffed  be 

As  heaven  to  welcome  in  his  lowely  roofe, 

And  be  the  temple  for  thy  deitie ! 

Loe  how  my  cottage  worfhips  thee  aloofe, 

That  under  ground  hath  hid  his  head,  in  proofe 
It  doth  adore  thee  with  the  feeling  lowe,       •> 
Here  honie.  milke,  and  chefnuts  wild  doe  growe, 

The  boughs  a  bed  of  leaves  upon  thee  fhall  beftowp. 

Ch.  Via.  2  Can.  Ed, 

Compare  Parad.  Reg.  295.  Sec.  Where  our  Saviour  patted  forty  days  in 
the  vvildernefs : 


Nor  tafted  h  man  food,  nor  hunger  felt 
Till  thofe  days  ended,  hunger'd  then  at  lail 
Among  wild  beafts :  they  at  his  fight  grew  mild, 
Nor  fleeping  him  nor  waking  harm'd,  his  walk 
The  fiery  i'erpent  fled,  and  noxious  worm, 
The  lion  ami  fierce  tiger  glar'd  aloof. 
But  no»v  an  aged  man  in  rural  weeds 
Following,  as  feem'd'the  queft  of  fome  flray  e\ve, 
Or '  wither'd  Hicks  to  gather,  which  mighc  ferve 
Againft  a  winter's  day  when  winds  blow  keen, 
To  warn  him  wet  return'd  from  field  at  eve, 
He  faw  approach,  who  firft  vv.th  curious  eye 
Perus'd  him,  then  with  words  thus  utter'd  fpake.    * 

MILTON. 

HOW  far  the  following  Stanzas,  which  are  but  a.  continuation  of  what  I 
before  quoted,  might  have  influenced  Milton  in  his  ComuS,  I  leave  the  rea 
der  to  determine.  Fletcher  is  dcfcribjng  the  Bower  of  Vaine-Delight,  tQ 
•which  our  Lord  is  conducted  by  Satan : 

And  all  ab>nvc,  embayed  in  foft  fleepe, 
A  heard  of  charmed  beafts  aground  were  fpread, 
"Which  the  fair?.-  Witch  in  goulden  chaines  did  keepe, 
And  them  in  wjling  bondage  fettered, 
Onc.e  men  they  liv'd,  but  now  the  meiPwere  dead, 
And  turu'd  to  bt-afts,  fo  fabled  Homer  old, 
That  Circe  with  her  potion,  charm'd  in  gold, 
.Us'd  manly  foules  in  beaflly  bodies  to  immould. 
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Through  this  falfe  Eden,  to  his  Leman's  bowre, 
(Whome  thoufand  fouies  devoutly  idolize) 
Our  firft  deflroyer  led  our  Saviour. 
Thear  in  the  lower  room.e,  in  folemne  wife, 
They  daunc't  around,  and  powr'd  their  facrifice 

To  plnmpe  Lyaeus,  and  among  the  reft, 

The  jolly  prieft  in  yrie  garlands  dreft, 
Chaunted  wild  Orgialls,  in  honour  of  the  feaft. 

Others  within  their  arbours  fwilling  fat, 

(For  all  the  roome  about  was  arboured) 

With  laughing  Bacchus,  that  \vas  growne  fo  fat, 

That  (land  he  could  not,  but  was  carried, 

And  every  evening  frelhly  watered, 

To  quench  his  fierie  checks,  and  all  about 

Small  cocks  broke  through  the  wall,  and  fallied  out 

Flaggons  of  wine,  to  fet  on  fire  that  fpueing  rout. 

This  their  inhumed  foules  efleem'd  their  wealths 
To  crowne  the  bouzing  lean  from  day  to  night, 
And  fkke  to  drinke  themfelves  with  drinking  healths, 
Some  vomiting,  all  drunken  with  delight. 
Hence  to  a  loft,  carvM  all  in  yvorie  white, 

They  came,  whear  whiter  Ladies  risked  went, 
Melted  in  pleafure,  and  foft  languiihmeut, 
And  funke  in  beds  of  rofes,  amourous  glaunccs  lent. 

Stan.  49,  ^0,51,  52  • 

After  a  defcription  of  Avarice  and  Ambition,  we  are  prefented  with  the 
throne  uiPanglo-y,  who  is  thus  defcribed  : 

*SJ  fiver  tuande  the  finrcgrf/fe  did  fway, 

And,  for  a  crowne  of  goiJ,  her  haire  fhe  wore> 

Onely  a  garland  of  rofe-buds  did  play 

About  her  locks,  and  in  her  hand,  (he  bore 

sJ  boil*™'  ?i(>°?  of  glajjet  that  long  before, 

She  full  of  emptinefie  had  blaJdered, 

And  all  fhe  world  therein  depictured, 
Whofe  colours,  like  the  rainbovve;  ever  vanifheJ. 

Thus  the  fpirit  in  Milton  in  giving  directions  to  the  brother,  fpeaking  of 
the  Haemony  which  he  gives  him  as  an  aiitidote  to  the  charms  of.Comus, 
fays: 


if  you  have  this  about  you, 


(As  I  will  give  ycu  when  we  go)  you  may        • 
Boldly  ailault  the  necromancers  hall ; 
Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntlefb  hardihood, 
And  brandiih'd  blade  tufn  on  him,  break  bis  g1afsy 
And  ihec!  t'^e  lufcious  liquor  en  the  ground, 
JSutjelzs  bis  ivand,  647. 

The 
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The  Goddefs  in  Fletcher  fmgs  a  fong  of  allurement,  the  fubjecl  of  whick 
is  Love  (to  ufe  Milton's  words),  "  Obtruding  falfe  rules  prankt  in  reafon's 
garb,"  and  endeavours  to  captivate  our  Saviour  in  the  fame  manner  as  Co* 
mus  does  the  Lady,  fee  his  fpeech  at  length,  p.  706.  A  part  of  Fletcher's 
fong  I  produce  for  its  elegance : 

See,  fee  the  flowers  that  belowe, 
Now  as  frefh  as  morning  blowe, 
And  of  all,  the  virgin  rofe, 
That  as  bright  Aurora  fhowes, 
How  they  all  unleaved  die, 
Loofmg  their  virginitie : 
Like  unto  a  fummer-fha<Je, 
But  now  borne,  and  now  they  fade. 
Every  thing  doth  pafle  away, 
Thear  is  danger  in  delay, 
Come,  come  gather  then  the  roffij 
Gather  it,  or  it  you  lofe. 
All  the  fande  of  Tagus  fhore 
Into  my  bofome  calls  his  ore  j 
All  the  valleys  fwimming  corne 
To  my  houfe  is  yeerely  borne ; 
Every  grape  of  every  vine 
Js  gladly  bruis'd  to  make  me  wine, 
While  ten  thoufand  kings,  as  proud, 
To  carrry  up  my  traine,  have  bovv'd, 
And  a  world  of  Ladies  fend  me 
Jn  my  chambers  to  attend  me : 
All  the  ftarres  in  heav'n  that  fhinc. 
And  ten  thoufand  more,  are  mine ; 

Onely  bend  thy  knee  to  me 

Thy  wooing  fhall  thy  winning  bee. 

The  effedl  of  the  fong  on  our  Saviour  is  as  follows : 

Thus  fought  the  dire  Enchauntrefs  in  his  minde 
Her  guilefull  bayt  to  have  embofomed, 
But  he  her  charmes  difperfed  into  winde, 
And  her  of  infolence  admonifhed, 
^Jnd  all  her  opttque  glajjtsjbattered. 

Milton  ufes  the  very  expreffionyfca/^r''/,    799  Comus. 

I  will  conclude  thefe  observations  on  the  two  Fletchers  with  an  extract 
from  Howell's  Letters.  See  Let.  LXVI.  To  £.  Bemoives,  Efyi  upon  the  re- 
tcipt  of  a  Table  of  ex^ijit  Latin  P,ems.  "  I  much  thank  you  for  your  vifits, 
and  other  fair  refpecls  you  (hew  me ;  efpecially  that  you  have  enlarged  my 
quarters  among  thefe  melancholy  *  walls,  by  fending  me  a  whole  Ifle  to 


*  He  was  then  confined  in  the  Fleet. 

walk 
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walk  in,  I  mean  that  delicate  Purple  I/land  I  received  from  you,  wher  I 
meet  with  Apolk  and  all  his  daughters,  with  other  excellent  lociety ;  I  ftum- 
ble  alfo  ther  often  upon  myfelf,  and  grow  better  acquainted  with  what  I 
have  within  me,  and  without  mee  :  infomuch  that  you  could  not  make 
choice  of  a  fitter  ground  for  a  prifoner,  as  I  am,  to  pafs  over  than  of  that 
Purple  \fltj  that  IJle  of  Man  you  fent  me,  which  as  the  ingenious  Author 
hath  made  it,  is  a  far  more  dainty  foil  than  that  Scarlet  ifland  which  lys  near 
the  Baltic  fea."  Edit.  1650.  It  is  perhaps  being  triflingly  minute  to  remark 
that  Milton's  "  Sable  Stole  of  Cyprus  lawn."  II  Pen.  35.  might  have  origi 
nated  from  G.  Fletcher. 

After  them  flewe  the  Prophets,  brightly  JloPd 

In  fhining  lawne,  and  wimpled  manifold.          Chr.  Trium. 


M.      D    R    A    Y    T    O    N. 


If  we  clofely  confider  the  two  following3  paffages  from  this  poet,  there 
TVill  be  no  occafion  to  fuppofe  with  Dr.  Farmer,  (fee  his  Effay  on  the  Learn 
ing  of  Shakefpear,  p.  30.)  that  Milton  in  his  juftly  admired  defcription  of 
the  Swan,  had  a  pafiage  of  Donne  in  his  eye : 

.  the  Swan  with  arched  neck 

Between  her  white  wings  *  mantling,  proudly  rowt 
Herjlate  with  oary  fett.         MILTON. 

The  jealous  Swan,  there  faimming  in  bis  pride 
With  his  arched  b^eaji  the  waters  did  divide, 
His  fatly  ivingi  him  forward  ftrongly  pufhing 
Againft  the  billowes  with  fuch  furie  rufhing, 
As  from  the  fame,  a  fome  fo  white  arofe 
As  feenVd  to  mocke  the  breft  that  them  oppofe. 

Man  in  the  Moone.  p.  480. 1619  Edit. 


*  This  word  which  is  highly  defcriptive,  is  applied  by  Spenfer  to  the 


Ne  is  there  hauke  which  mantbtb  her  on  perch. 

6  B.  u,C  3Z.F.  Queen. 

The 
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The  Swan  by  his  great  matter  taught  this  good, 
T'  avoid  the  fury  of  the  falling  flood, 
His  ko3t-lik£  breaft,  bti  iuh:gs  rats* J  fa  bis  Jallj 
A  mi  oar  -L  kc  feet FLOOD. 

Peck  quotes  an.  apponte  paffage  from  Shakfpeare's  Tempeft,  from  which 
he  fuppofes  Milton  to  have  taken  his  epithet  aary.     The  lines  are  thefe : 

his  bold  head 


'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oard 
Himfelf  with  his  good  arms  in  lufty  ftrokes 
To  t!i'  fliore 

But  !v:<.i  Peck  been  a  minute  reader  of  Drayton,  he  would  have  found  that 
from  him  Mi! ton.  copied  the  moft  material  features  in  his  image.  It  is  wor 
thy  of  observation,  that  the  idea  of  the  Swan's  having  a  mufical  voice  pre 
vails  in  If.L'.nd,  as  well  as  in  the  writings  of  the  Ancients.  See  Uno  Von 
Troil,  f peaking  of  this  Bird.  "  They  are  faid  to  fing  veiy  harmonioufly  in 
the  c':uk  cold  \vinters  nig'r.ts :  but  though  it  was  in  the  month  of  September, 
•when  I  was  upon  the  ifland,  I  never  once  enjoyed  the  pleafure  of  a  {ingle 
fong."  Letters  on  Iceland,  p.  143. 

The  word  '.wparadis'd,,  ufed  by  Milton,  P.  Loft.  B.  4.  p.  506.  and  fnp- 
poiCil  by  foine  of  his  firit  commtntators  to  have  been  coined  by  him,  oc 
curs  U\.  ice  in  Drayton,  perhaps  oftener : 

\Vithin  the  cattle  hath  the  Queen  devis'd 
A  chamb-er  with  choice  rarities  fo  fraught, 
As  in  the  fame  fhe  had  imparadis&'d 
Almoft;  what  maft  by  induilry  hath  fought. 

Bar.  Wars,  B.  6.  Stan.  30. 

See  alfo  his  Poly-Olbion : 

O  my  bright  lovely  brook  whofe  name  doth  bear  the  found 
Of  God's  firft  garden-plot  th'  imfaradijed  ground 
Wherein  he  placed  man. 

The  word  feems  to  have  been  not  uncommon  with  other  of  our  older 
Poets,  as  the  following  inftances  prove  : 

For  fhe  that  can  my  heart  imparadife. 

Daniel.  12  Son. 


. this  paradixed  Earth. 

Warner's  Alb  Eng   10  B.  60  Ch.  Edit.  1602. 

Thou  fut'ft  emparad'ii'J,  and  chaunt'ft  et?rnall  layes. 

P. Fletcher's  P.  Hi.  C  i.St.  14.  Edit.  1633. 

5  As 
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•As  in  his  burning  throne  he  fits  emp*rad/SJ. 

G.  Fletcher's  Chrift's  Triumph. 
Stan.  43.  Part.  2.  Ed.  1610. 

My  foule's  imparadis'd  for  'tis  with  her. 

Habington's  Caflara.  Edit.  1640^.31. 

Pope  in  the  courfe  of  his  Tranflation  of  Homer,  in  a  variety  of  inftances, 
has  with  great  happinefs  and  fuccefs  availed  himfelf  of  the  opportunity  of 
interweaving  with  his  verfion  applicable  paifages  from  our  beft  poets,  as 
Shakfpeare  and  Milton ;  perhaps  in  rendering  the  following  line  he  had 
Milton  in  his  eye  : 

THI  -sj.Bi  :c?oX£{xoto  (xt/a  rfs/utflt  zyjyxf.V,'^.  II-  10.  line  8» 

Or  bids  the  braKtn  throat  of  war  to  roar.          POP  E. 

But  what  he  has  here  gained  in  ftrength,  he -has  loft  in  accuracy.  Homer 
fays  nothing  about  brc-y^t^  Milton  tempted  him  to  ufe  this  epithet: 

The  braxen  threat  of  war  had  ceas'd  to  roar. 

P.  L.  B.  1 1.  p.  7 r 3. 

J  was  induced  to  quote  thefe  paffages,  as  they  will  tend  t.i  introduce  one  of 
the  moil  nervous  and  fublime  lines, in  the  wrole  compals  of  Engliili  Poetry. 
It  is  in  our  Author's  Epiil'ef>orn  Mortimer  to  ifabel : 

For  which  Rome  fends  her  curfes  out  from  far 
ybmigb  thejlern  threat  of  Urror-brt&tbing  War. 


S.      DANIEL. 


— — my  Silvia's  memory 

Is  all  that  I  muft  ever  live  withal.        Seen.  4.  fiym.  Triumph. 

This  fimple  thought  reminds  us  of  a  moft  inimitable  exclamation  in  Shen- 
ftone's  Epitaph  on  his  amiable  relation  Mifs  Doleman,  \vho  died  of  the 
fmail-pox  at  the  age  of  21.  This  little  piece  of  Shenltone's  is  one  of  the 
veiy  rare  modern  productions,  that  not  only  refemblcs  but  rivals  the  dig 
nified  and  seeding  concifeneis  of  the  Ancients,  in  their  fepulchral  infcrip- 
tions.  It  is  wortli  volumes  of  his  -paftorals.  I  will  gratify  njyielf  by  quot 
ing  it  intire ; 

Peramabili  fuse  confobrnra 
M.  D. 
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On  the  other  fide. 

Ah  Maria 

Puellarum  elegantiffima, 
Ah  flore  venultatis  abrepta, 

Vale! 

Ueu  quanta  minrtt  eft 

turn  reliquis  verfarif 

Quant  tut 

Meminffi  ! 

In  our  Author's  funeral  Poem  to  the  memory  of  the  Earl  of  Devonihirft, 
the  following  lines  remind  us  of  the  Immortal  Chatham : 

Here  is  no  room  to  tell  with  what  ftrange  fpeed 

And  fecrefy  he  ufed  to  prevent 

The  enemies  defigns :  nor  with  what  heed 

He  march'd  before  report :  where  what  he  meant 

Fame  never  knew  herfelf,  till  it  was  done. 

Sylvefler,  in  his  Du  Bartas,  compliments  Daniel,  and  calls  him 

"  My  deer  fweet  Daniel,  fharp-conceipted,  brief, 

Civill,  fententious,  for  pure  accents  chief."      Fol.  Edit.  p.  8z. 

In  what  follows  Drayton  is  alluded  to,  whom  he  intitles,  "  our  mio  Nafo." 
Daniel  had  prefixed  a  Sonnet  to  his  work.  B.  Jonfort.  likewife  has  verfes 
prefixed  to  it. 


BROWNE. 


There  is  an  imftudiett  flow  of  mufic  in  many  lines  of  this  writer,  that 
perhaps  exceeds  aim  nit  every  thing  of  his  contemporaries.  The  harmony 
ef  thefe  lines  are  remarkable  : 

Fair  was  the  oay,  but  fayrer  was  the  maide 

Who  that  day's  morne  into  the  green  woods  flraid. 

Sweet  was  the  aire  but  fweeter  was  her  breathing, 

Such  rare  perfumes  the  rofes  are  bequeathing.         B.  2.  Song.  3. 

Every  poetical  ear  will  be  flruck  with  the  refemblance  to  Collins's : 

Sad  was  U>e  hour;  aad  lucklefs  was  the  day,  &c.        2  Eclog. 

The 


SUPPLEMENT.  J9t 

The  "  firaplex  munditiis"  of  Horace  is  well  imitated  in  the  following  ex- 
preffion : 


underneath  \vhofe  fhade 


Moft  neate  In  rudenejfe  Nature  arbors  made.          4  Song,  i  &, 

The  thought  in  the  concluding  line  of  Pope's  Epitaph  on  Gay,  has  (though 
1  cannot  fay  I  fee  any  reafon  for  it,)  been  in  general  difapproved  of  by  pro- 
feffed  critics : 

But  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  (hall  fay, 
Striking  their  per.nve  bofoms — here  liet  Gay. 

Browne  has  a  fimilar  thought : 

No  grave  befits  him  but  the  hearts  of  men.         Vol.  1.  p.  143. 

But  the  thought  is  by  no  means  uncommon ;  a  variety  of  fimilar  paffages  might 
be  adduced.  The  laft  line  but  one  of  the  Epitaph  is  more  juftly  liable  to 
objection.  I  mould  be  glad  to  be  informed  of  the  difference  between  "  the 
"  worthy  and  the  good  ;"  it  is  flrange,  that  Johnfon  in  his  Criticifm  on  this 
Epitaph,  fhoukl  have  omitted  to  obferve,  that  the  fecond  line  of  it  is  bor 
rowed  from  Dry  den  : 

Her  wit  was  more  than  man,  her  innocence  a  child. 

To  the  Mem.  of  Mrs.  Killigrew. 

In  Browne's  Paflorals,  B.  x.  Song  5,  there  occurs  a  whimfical  and  ridi 
culous  play  upon  words,  in  which  Echo  repeats  the  two  laft  fyllables  of  the 
foregoing  line  which  form  an  anlwer  to  it ;  the  fame  thing  occurs  in  Her 
bert's  Temple,  p.  iSi-  Ed.  1709.  See  alfo  Erafmus's  Colloquies.  Butler 
has  treated  this  affeciation  with  his  uiual  humour. 

BISHOP   HEWRY  KINO. 

Of  whom  Howell  in  his  Letters,  Vol.  z.  p  28.  Edit.  1650.  gives  his  opi 
nion  as  follows :  "  You  have  much  ftreightened  that  knot  of  love,  which 
hath  been  long  tied  between  us,  by  (hofe  choice  manuscripts  you  fent  mo 
lately,  amongft  which  I  find  divers  rare  pieces,  but  that  which  afforded  me 
molt  entertainment  in  thofe  mifcellapies,  was  Dr.  Henry  King's  Poems, 
wherein  I  find  not  only  heat  and  ftrength,  but  alfo  an  exact  concinnity  and 
evennefs  of  fanc\  :  they  are  a  choice  race  of  brothers,  and  it  feerns  the  fame1 
genius  diffufeth  itfelf  alfo  among  the  fitters  :"  I  will  quote  alfo  what  fol 
lows,  as  it  alludes  to  a  filler  of  our  Author's.  "  it  was  my  hap  to  be  lately 
where  miftrefs  A.  K.  was,  and  having  a  paper  of  verfes  in  her  hand,  1  got 
it  from  her,  they  were  an  epitaph  and  an  anagram  of  her  own  compofiire 
and  writing,  which  took  me  fo  far,  that  the  next  morning  before  I  was  up, 
nay  rambling  fancy  fell  upon  thefe  lines : 

For  tbt  admitting  Of  Mijirit  Anne  King,  to  be  the  ttntb  M.fi, 

Th* 


*9'*  S  U  P  P  L  E  M  E  N  f . 

The  verfes  are  not  xvorth  quoting.  Dr.  Kin£,  p.  83.  of  his  Poems  has  verfes 
upon  Mrs.  Kirk's  being  unfortunately  drowned  in  the  Thames.  There  are 
fome  lines  on  the  fame  fubjeft  in  "  Elegies  by  Robert  Heath,  Efq;"  Lond. 
1650.  p.  i.  In  the  Collection  of  Dr.  King's  Poems,  are  the  verfes  On  the 
Earl  of  Dorfet's  death,  which  I  have  printed,  p.  42.  2.  Vol.  They  are  to  be 
found  amongft  Biihop  Corbet's  Poems,  but  to  which  of  the  two  they  belong- 
I  know  not. 


NTS, 
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